E S 2. + 77 
Coup ri [cond 


OR THE 


Cuſtom of the Manor. 


Written by | 


Ms, 10 H N S O N. 


LONDON: 


inted for J. and R. To xso x ands, DRArER 
in the Strand. | 


— — 


MDCCLIIL. 


„ 


Nefira nec erubuit Slvas habitare Thalia. Virg, 


' 
q 
' 
' 
a 1 
| 
: 
0 


* 
— A C 
* 
* 
— 
- 0 
* 
. * . 
* 
hd . \ As 
* 
* - 
- 
# 
my ©»... CY * „ 
. 1 * 
FT 
U 
3 49-4 © we © p44 
w b ” 
* — 
— 9 — 
— 
o 
# 
= 
* 
* 
4 
* 
. 
- - v -} 
. 
Ae 
1 
o 
L 
% 
— * - 
- 
— 
* 
. 
, >. * 
2 * * * 


To the Right Honourable the 


arl f C L AR E. 


Lon p, 
RI HuMBLY deſire Your 
{ 1 Protection for the fol- 
Folie? lowing Scenes from the 
Rage of a Deſpairing Faction, 
ho are now become ſo tender 


s to take Offence at Metaphors, 
A 3 and 


Deldication. 


3 


* are unable to dee the | 


Touch even of a Poetical Fi- 
gure. The Epilogue, defign 'd to 
ſend our Friends in good Hu- 
mour from the Play, diſobliged 
ſome People extremely; and they 
- attempted to Damn the Comedy 


for an Innocent Allegory, as if 


it were preſumptuous to ima- 
gine there had been a Separate 
Peace; but every Hone/# Briton 
was warm'd in the Caule of 


Truth, and defended it with un- 


common Ardour, 6 


. 


'YouR "Lordſhip 10 bare 
entered the Liſts agialt the E- 
nemies of our Conſtitution ; You 
| have with the warmeſt Heart and 


the 


Dedication. 


þ the 22 ſteddy Courage! labour d 
ry in the Cauſe of Liberty and - 
to are at length gloriouſly reward- 
un ed in the Happineſs of your 
ed Country ; ; all that your generous 
ey I} Spirit propoſed for the moſt un- 
dy wearied Diligence at the Expence 
if of your Health and Fortune. 


ate AND now, my Lord, I hum- 
en bly beg Leave to congratulate 
ol your Lordſhip upon the Succeſs 
un- of your Endeavours: Who is not 
All d with Joy when he ſees thoſe 
Names again in Parliament who 
have conſtantly defended the 
Liberties not only of Britain, but 
of all Europe, againſt the Ma- 
lice and Ambition of ſome Men 
A 4 who 


Dedication. 


who prevailed upon the People 
to contend for Slavery? But 
their Attempts have proved in- 
effectual; and now if they will 
not vouchſaſs to be free, we 
think Providence they muſt ſerve 
25 Abroad. 


Max your Lordſhip ſtill con- 
tinue to be as You have begun, 
a ſhining Ornament to your noble 
Name and Country, and may all 
our young Nobility be animated 
by your great Example with the 
ſame honeſt public Zeal for the 
Common Good; ſo ſhall our 
thrice happy Conflitution be pre- 
ſerved on the preſent Eſtabliſh- 
ment to all Poſterity, ſo ſhall 

Britain 


Didication. 

© Britain recover, and for ever hold 
it the Balance of the Meſtern World, 
- | fo ſhall it for ever be her glori- 
ous Task to defend herſelf and 


the Nations round her from Ty- 
ranny and Oppreſſion. I am, 


My Lord, 
e Yourdſhip's moſt Obedient, 
d and met Humble Servant, 


* C 
5 Cha. Johnſon. 


A; 


ä h ‚— —  — . _—— — 
* 


6 * 27 Miſs 1 200 bla. 
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Mam. babe ti: 
AP Free vf, S* 

Such Heathen Wir. ihr holy \ 

The Drama— Athens—God knows how much Latin ! 


ben if | ſhould miſtale a Word, you know, © 


There's Mr. Wilks within * Snub one ſo—— 
But I muſt 40 t. 

Plays, like Ambaſſadors, in Form are gwen, 
_ When firft they've public Audience of the Town; © 
The Prologue ceremonigufly haranguęs, 
And moves your Piry. for the Aut bor Pat 
Acquaints you that he flands behind the Scenes, 
And trembles for the fohdling. of Bis Brains. 
Or avith— Nay, if the Poet peeps, I wow 
He puts me clearly out Or with a Bow 
(1 mean a Curtſy [ Curtſying. ] beg the Lady's Pity; 
Or elſe in threadbare Fefts affront the City; 
Or gravely tell you what you knew before, 


How Ben and Shakeſpear wrote in Days of Yore : 


Then damn the Critics firfl, that envious Train, 
Who, right or wrong, reſolve to damn again. 

Our Author ſeeks, like Bards of —of —Oh ! Greece 
To make his Play and Prologue of a Piece ; 

He Radi p ta the Rural Scenes, ro prove 

The 2 Bargain fill it Love for Love. 


Fam d. for Conſump 


PROLOGUE. a 


0 — Garden ! Nur/ery of - 


tion both Lee 

Who wou'd mt ict int Fabien 

The Doubts and 27 Ye . „ 

For ſafe complying * e Sinners, 

A Feaſt of Nee | Pinners ! 

Hold —awhat comes next rod? ng on a Paper. TA 

never ſay t, in ſport —— 

We've bigger Afreſſes are fitter fort. 

— Lord, lo you laugh ! as 'twere ſome naughty Jobs, 

Sure thert's no Withedne/s in what I ſpoke. | k 

How ſhould T ſay fuch things, who never knew 

What Kiſſing meant, before Tplay'd Miß Proe ? 


” 


VID 


Country- men and Maids, &c. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


NME N. 


artwell, in Love avith Flora, M.. Booth. 


Modeley, Mr. Wilks. 

Freehold, | Mr. Mills. 

Sir John Mr. Johnſon. 

Eurcher, — to Sir Ion, Mr. Bickerſtaffe, 

Sneak, a Taylor, Mr. Miller. 

Longbottom, Myr. Bowman 7 Jun. 

Carbuncle, a Vintner, N.. Croſs. 

Tim. Shacklefigure, Mr. Norris. 

Doublejugg, Mr. Birkhead, 

Vultur, Mr. Quin. 

WOMEN. 
Flora, Mt. Mountfort, 
Aura, Me. . Santlowe. 


S EN E, A Country Village about Forty 
Miles from London. 


THE 


THE 


CounTRY LASSES: 


OR, THE 
Ciuſſtom of the Manor. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
CEN E an open Country in Proſpodiue, with a C- 
Ueman's Seat on a Hill, at the Foot of which is fen 4 

Farm- Houſe. 4 "$I 
Enter Modely and Heartwell in Riding Habits, a 
1 Footman appearing, c. 
HEARTWELL. 


1 EAD our Horſes round to the Farm. 
Houſe which ftands yonder at the Foot 


* 


. We'll walk croſs the Fields and 


RESP meet you there | 
heart. You heard the Country Fellows ſay we were 


_ even Miles from any Town ; you know our Horſes are 
| iS ſo 


147 „ The Cuy Laſſes : Or 


ſo lame it will be impoſſible to Travel on: Ven dee the 
Sul ig ning from the top of yonder Hilf: Be. dons : 
George, $0 Night thou ffa't: have thy beloved , 
Variety, and Ye in, a Barn, in a warm Barn eren p 


Trufs of clean n Straw= 
Made. With's. whollom Colin Ci hr Breath 


is ſweeter than the Bloom of Violets, in a Straw Hat, a 
Kerſey Gown, and a white Dimity Waſtecoat, with Na. 
tural Red and White that innocently fluſhes over her 
Face, and ſhows every Motion of her Heart. 
Heart. Thus thy Lmbginations"alvays' cheat thee of 
thy Joys ; no, no, if we get Credit for a Barn tis all! 
——— This is a Change i in Lite however. 


cle, our Pains eas our . and 5 | 
ments give Spirit to our Joy 4 
sick to rel 


Hearj.” HahT then a Man bo be 
Health. 

Mode. Therefore I hate London, where their Plea- 
ſures, Tike their Hide-Part Circle, move always in one | 
Round ; where Yeſterday, to Day, and to Morrow, are 
eternally the ſame⸗ to the Chocolate Houſe, to Dinner, 
the Coffee houſe, the Play Houſe, à Bottle or a Wench; 
tis the Joutney of a Dog in Wheel. the Mufic of 
Country Fiddle, eternally vexing the Strings to thrum 
the ſame weary Notes. 

Heart, Prigthte no more, thy Ralley 400 is the 
ſame dull Diſh fervde over and en haſt no 
Appetite and raileſt at's Feaſt.” 

Moch. Wherefore has Nature 9 this wild irre- 
gular Scene of various Pleaſures; why, given us Appe- 
&ites, Paſſions, Limbs, but to poſſeſs, deſire, enjoy her 


beau ful. Creation 1 LL Travel over and Taſte every 
Blefing; nor wait till the tired Senſe palls with Poſ- 


ſeſſion ;- but fly from Joy to Joy nn for 
new Delights, | * 4 


Thi Cuftorn df tht Mu 15 
At, Doiſa; make yourſelf as. good an Entertaip- 
ment as you can poſhbly form in Imagination, white I. 
walk forward and der to get a real Supper and 
aA. Wi .. * [Going. 
Med. Nay I'll 6 with you; "you know I am no 
Platonic, in Love or Mutton I always fall too with- 


out Ceremony. a [ Erxtunt. 


Flor, Aura, and Jane er 
1 the Burden off the 


with a. Fi 
Ballad: Tee oa Sheep ſheering go. 


Aura. In ſhort m y. Feet | are, out „ Meafare, I am 
tired with the Mirth o the: "Day, "and my \ weary mb 
obble after the Crowd like a tired Pack-horſe to the 


Wanmentable Muſic of his own heavy Tg wy: 


Flora. You have won the Garla reen, the 
Sheep-ſneerers have given you the Hood of their 
eat, you mult pay the Fees and Dance out 0” their 
Debt. 
Aura. Strike up then thou Torturer of Cats guts: 
lap thy Ear and thy Hands to the Fiddle, and awake 
he Drouſy Strings. Clodden, once more take my 
_ if thou dareſt to venture t'other Trip., 
with Ul! my Heart” fair Maiden, T'1l fland 

Foes 5te fure'as long as Lone Foot al land by 
other. 
Aura. Away then. TI [IA Dance. 
1 Count "Olfulps} the. — fend bah, Mall, 
idſt thou ever ſee the peer den? 

2 Count Pray ve now who be thick Maidens who 
ave been ſo merry nt our Feaſt to'Day ?+ © 
1 Count, "Naye; Nays, _——— Nei eighbour | 


lodden brought em, the ert. 
Cladden., Non Looked 5 obs 
ie Sheep-th eering on NE ren ag — en 


8 
* ? N 


| 


— 


16 The Country Loſſes: Or 


time to go Home, the Sun is goi t Bed already — 
Come, Neighbour, dad ie amy. | 22 


The Sheep feeering, a Ballad, 


I. 


JP AE N the Roſe is in Bud and blue Violets Blow, 
When the Birds 


ing us Love 
When Coaulſlips and Daifys, and Defra — Bough; 


And Adorn and Perfume the green Flow'ry Mead: 


When without why Plough 
Fat Oxen Low, 
The Lad: and the Laſſes a Sheep ſheering go. 
| 2 
The cleanly Milk Pail 
J fill a with brown Ale; 
Our Table's the Graj; ; 
Where we Kiſs and we Sing, , mpreſſ 
And wwe Dance in a Ring, _ SWhcre at 
And every Lad has , is Laſs. redit! 
Avarice 
| IL : , J an's B 
The Shepherd foeers his jolly Fleece, Phat ou 


How much richer than that which they ſay was in Greece, | here m 
'Tis our Cloth and our Food, Povernz 

And our Politic Blood; riendſ} 

"Tis the Seat which our Nobles all fit on; ove is 

"Tis a Mine above Ground; Aura. 

Where our Treaſure is found, School. 

Tit the Gold and the Silver of Britain. vho can 

| [ Exeunt Omnes, except Aura and Flora, ns much 

Hora. 
into a C 
Aura. 


Flora. 


Aura. Couſin, I'll go to London. 
Flora, What new Lure has Satan employed to drt 
you hither? 
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Aura, Only to ſee ſome of my own Species, a few 
Men and Women, for I cannot look on the Things we 
alk'd to juſt now but as Beings between Men and Beaſts, 
and of an inferior Nature to the People who grow in 
"ities ; if I ſtay longer among theſe Savages, I ſhall 
not have Vanity enough to keep myſelf clean; I muſk 
zo to London to recover my Pride, tis ſtarving here. 
Flora. And yet how often have I heard thee Rail at 
anden, and call it an infectious Congregation of Va- 
pours, an Aſſemblage of Falſhood and Hypocriſy ? 
Aura. Tis true; but my Affections have taken ano. 
her Turn; the Heart of a Woman, Girl, like a Bowl 
lown a Hill continually changes as it rolls; tis a Glaſs 
hat receives every Image, but retains none, the next 
ew Idea wholly effaces the former; l declare ſerious- 
2 4 knew my own Mind two Hours together ia 
my Life. | 
Flora. Tis a Blank Sheet, and yet will receive ne 
mpreſſion; how often have [ endeavour'd to Engrave 
 Whcre an Averſion to that abominable Town, where 
Kredit is the Pawn of Knaves, and fattens upon the 
A varice of Fools: Religion has been made the Politi- 
Wian's Bubble, and Honours public Merchandize, and 
hat ought to be the Diſtinction of Virtue, has been 
Where made the Price of Sin——The Tyrant Money 
Foverns all, there every thing is Venal, Faith, Fame, 
riendſhip, Reaſon and Religion, nay Love, my Dear, 
ove is bought and ſold there too, 
Aura. O'my Word you declaim Child like a Country 
School maſter; yet after all, People bred in Society, 
vho can Talk and Look, and Lye and Bow a little, are 
s much ſuperior to theſe Clowns as Angels are to them. 
Flora. Have you Courage enough to go barefaced; 
into a Crowd, where every Body wears a Maſk ? 
Aura. No, [I'll be in the Mode, and wear one too, 


Flora, What, at the Price of Truth, —with us now 
| wy 


— 


C, 


— .. —— ͤ —́p— —— 


— ag — —ñ— — — 


diſguiſed 


look yonder, they move towards us, my Heart beats 
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every thing is unadorn'd by Art, and looks fo beautiful I Sl. 
in he Dreſs of Nature, ſo Innocent, Simple and Un- Glove 


Aura, Ay ; but there is a fort of weariſom Dulneſ 
that waits upon our Simplicity.:: Now here we-muſt tra- 
vel ſeven Miles, ſeven long Miles at leaſt, to a beggac- | 
ly Country Village, which you pompouſly ſtyle our 
Matket-Town, where we may by chance ſee two | 
Things that look like intelligent Beings, the Parſon | 
and the Attorney; or it may be ſome younger Brother | 
of ſome Neighbouring Lord of the. Manor, whoſe Face | 
carries the Colour of the Oober, and his Shape of the 
Hogſhead he feeds on, who drinks ſo conſtantly and ſo 
— 4 as if all the Religion he had been ever taught 
Was, That Man was created to ſwallow a prodigious | 
Quantity of Stale Beer. 

Flora. Couſin, thou art a very wild Fop. | 

Aura. We are all ſo in our Hearts ; what Girl, whoſe 5 
whole Compoſition i is not Dough and Phlegm, wou'd 
quit the Management of her Fan for a Shepherdeſs's 
Crook, or gather Daiſeys in the Meads, and make 
Garlands for Lambs, when ſhe may pick up Hear in 
the Ring, and make Cong veſts of Men ; or be content 
to behold the muddy Ref Aion of her own Face in a 
Pond, when fie may glide thro' a Crowd of living Mir- | 
rors inthe Drawing-Room, and be flatter d by the whole 
Bean Monde—But o'my Conſcience here they are | g 

Flora, What? | 

Aura. Men, my dear, es Quentiogs ; 


—_ — 
— 1 o 


quick at-the uncommon Sight, does not thine too ? 
Be honeſt and tell Truth. 


Flora. Remember your Character, nie your fel 
put your Manners in your Pocket, and be a Clown for 


a Moment. 9 12 a a 
Aura. My Hands are ſet, my Eyes fix'd, I have a 


Bluſh 


as 


autiful 
d Un- 


uloeſs 
aſt tra- 


eggac- Þ 
e our 
e two 
Parſon | 
rother | 
e Face 
of the 
and ſo 


taught 


igious 


whoſe | 


wou'd 


rdeſs 3 
arts in 
ontent 


va > 


anor. y 


De Cilftom uf Bw 


Buſh'at Command,” I'll bite the Fingers of my Cotton 
Gloves, and be as very a wu Cudden as ever hopp'd round 


a May. pole. 
Enter Modely and Heartwell, as Flora Res 


going off. 

Made. Pretty Maidens ſtay one Moment, turn z 

and give your Aſſiſtance to two honeſt Fellows i in r. 

treſs — our Horſes are lame, 'tis late, we have loſt our 
way. 

Heart. And we wou'd know where ; —ſhe is intole- 

rably handſom. 


Mode. We ſhall lie to Night—ſhe is a ſweet Girl, 

[ Afide 'of Auras. 

Flora. Sir, we buy, we don't ſell Fortune; two Syp- 
fies juſt now offer d us a Pennyworth, they pals'd by 
thoſe Elms, I believe you may o'ertake em. 

Aura. Yes, Sir, they will tell you what will happen 
to you exatt};y — 2004 Evening. (Going, 

Mot. Nay, If F part wich you thus, 

Heart, I am furpris'd —==ſuch a" Dialeck: So uch 
Beauty here too in à wild Country Hamlet — 
wonderful. 

M They have the perfeQ Mien of fine Ladies at 
St. James's in their Air. 

Heart, Ay and their Habits too are Genteel tho" Ru · 
ral. Don't let em go yet. Maly 
Mads. No, no you muſt not fir. ( Holding ber. 
Aura. Pray, Sir, as you hre a Gentleman —— 


Mode. Why you wou'd not leave us in a ſtrange Place, 
Child ? 


Aura. We have no Title at all to you ; it youarea 


couple of ſtray Cattle, all we can do is to A2 you to 
the Conſtable. 


Mode. And what then? 
Aura. Why then he muſt ery you three Madket-Days, 
and 


[ Afiae of Flora, | 


3 


— — — — — q 
7 2 _ 


- — — "EIS 
— 


— “!) . «⏑—1¹. ,,,, ,,, 6... ⅛ —ei. Co 
aw * ” wy . 
-_ 


— — 


— 


- — 
— +> 
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20 The Country Laſſes: Or, 
and if no Body owns you, you fall to the Lord o'the 
Manor. | | 
Heart. to Flora, to whom he has been talking.) Stay 
one Moment, Dear Creature, vaniſh not immediately, 
if you wou'd not have me believe myſelf in a Viſion, 
and go raving up and down, talking of Angels in 
Country Habits. d 
Flora. You have been talking all this while out o'my 
Compaſs : Pray, Sir, come down to my Underſtanding, 
mine you ſeg is as plain as my Dreſs ——'Tis downright 
Popery, to ſay your Prayers in an unknown Tongue. 
Heart. I'll turn Catholic, any thing, ſo you'll be 


my Saint, 


Flora. But can J grant your Prayer, if I don't under- 
ſtand your Petition ? 


Heart. Your underſtanding is equal to your Form, 


for to ſay which excels is impoſlible, where both are 
perfect. 


Flora. If I have any Underſtanding, don't batter it 


with hard Words, I khow no Woman who is proof 
againſt Flattery ; that Will with a Wiſp leads us all 
aſtray ; but I'll ſhut my Ears and take myſelf away 
from it inſtantly, 

Heart, Tis impoſſible to ſee thee and not talk in 


Rapture. Thou beautiful Robber, won't thou gagg 


me too? 
Flora. It grows late: Pray give me my Hand: Let 
me go. 
Heart But one Word more; who is the Inhabitant 
of that Farm Houſe in the Bottom ? 
Aura. A ſour old Man, Sir, who when he is in a 
very good Humour, vouchſafes to call me Daughter, 
Flora. And me, Couſin; There we live, Gentlemen, 


and are like to live fretting one another like Silk and 


Worſted wove together, till we quite wear out. 
Heart. You have none of the Ruſt of the Country up- 
on 
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on you tis wonderful you live poliſh'd among Sa- 
vages. Neither your Words, your Mien, your Man- 
ners, nor any thing but your Habits, ſpeak you what 
you wou'd appear. 

Aura. My Father and the Vicar of our Pariſh taughe 
us both to read and write; but indeed, Sir, my Father 
was born a Gentleman, and is by Accident only a 
Clown, for having in his Youth profuſely ſquander'd a 
great Eſtate in London among common Friends and Miſ- 
treſſes, he took an Averſion to the Town, and turn'd 
his Sword into a Ploughſhare. 

Flora. "Tis ſo, Gentlemen: In him you may ſee a 
thoughtleſs Rake degenerated into a plodding Farmer— 
only a few Books ſcatter'd careleſly about, keep alive 
the Memory of the Gentleman ; and when a Receſs 
from his daily Labour gives him leave, he will read a 
Page or two in a Latin Satiriſt, and as he ſmokes his 
Pipe in our broad Chimney Corner, explain to us all the 
ill-natur'd things they ſay of Cities, Courts and polite 
Pleaſures, as we call em; he declares he choſe this So- 
litude to ſoften himſelf, and file off that Barbarity he 
had contracted by converſing with Mankind. 

Heart. Is it impoſlible to ſee this ſour Cynic I per- 
ſuade myſelf we might revive thoſe Seeds of Humanity 
that once liv'd within him, and get Entertainment in his 
Farm for one Night only: Eſpecially if you wou'd be ſo 
good to uſe your Power too, and venture to intercede for 
« Stranger „ | 

Fhra. Sir, tis impoſſible ! If you wore any Form but 
what you do. We 

Heart. Aſk him only; try a little; uſe the Influence 
of your Eyes— Ask him with a Look of Pity, and 
'tis impoſſible he ſhould deny you. 

Flora. Ay; but I myſelf am not rightly ſatisfied z 1 


oe Away with Fear, 'tis an Enemy to all = is 
| ve 


— 


— 9 — * _ —_— 
a © _ . 4 
— 
— > re mn ue — — — 
- 


9 


22 The Country Laffes: *. 
brave or generoùs. Can we offend 3; zgainft all the Lam In eve 
of Humanity, Honour, Hoſpitality? I Wear there's an Pleaſu 


miles 


awful Charm in your Eyes, wor'd top the burning 

Rage of a drunken Libertine. e 0 * a 
Flora. Ah! no more o that T be ou — [Te Aura. =; 

Shall we aſk ? hn on] if.” 


ais! 
Mod 


Hea 
me, 


Aura. Will you venture ? "4 
Flira. I am half afraid f if you wou'd ſecond me. 
Aua. Never fear, my Girl: I'll: land bravely 
-thee——Gentlemen, we'll endeavour to prevail; 
you ſhall have an * in the turn of a Second. 


" Excant Flora and Aura, | 


by | 
and p 


| Modely aks Heartwell. | ; 

Heart. What a Couple of Jewels are here in n Ruſtic 

Work ? B : 
Mod. I never beheld any thing fo ch gl 
Heart. What a Shape, 2 Neck, a Cheſt 
Maodb. An Air, à Mien, an Inſtep, a Foot 
Heart,” Why, von don't mehn = Gir? 
Mod Nor you mine, I hope. | 
Heart. Mine is 1s the moſt 1 — Fiece of rea and | 


Bload. | 

* Mode, Mine the ſweeteſt moſt Angelical little Rogue, | 

| Heart. Her Hair js dar ark brown, kerEyes aretwo black 

Globes of ſivin 8 Li hr Diamonds oft the firſt Water. 

ak 'Her 8 is ſweeter thun à Ne. made Hay - 

T had rather look upon her than enjoy à Toſt. 

_ Heart, | never ſaw any thing in a Brocade ſo genteel. | 
Mode. I am ſtark mad for a Dimity Fettieoat. 

_ Hegrt, Ten Thouſand. 


ode... Pray give me leave, Sir, her—— 
"Heart, I 1 you, Sir: Ten thouſand thouſand Cupid: 
Play i in every Ringlet of her Hair, Millions of little Loves 
wanton in her Eyes, Myriads of Graces ſip Nectar from 


ker Lips, infinite nameleſs bewitching Beauties revel 
ei aa de 73 wins Tis cy TeaT fi ws-t in 
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n every Feathre of her tranſporting Pace, tis extreme 
Pleaſure to ſee her, tis Rapture to hear her, when ſhe 
miles I am in an Extaſy—And all re * 


beyond are unalterable Joys. 
Made. Unſpeakable Pleaſures. 
Heart. Ah Rogue, Rogue ; what a lucky Night is 


les [ Embracing one another. 
"0 Mede. If we get in. 
by Here. If we have „ — _ 
2. a me, and old Cb with em. 
ö 
* 


1 Freehold, Flora and Aura. 


= Fre. Oh hoh—perkaps theſe are ſome of my em. 
: N Garden Acquaintance. 

3 Fhra. I can't tell; bat they have waited agreatwil 
or an Anſwer, 

Free. Let em wait with a Murrain, 

Aura, Pleaſe, Sir; to ſay Ay or No. 

Free. No, then, no Buri thy Houſe and Barns, 
end the Murrain among my Cattle, the Mildew in my 
Corn and the Blight in my Fruit but let uo Londen 
Plagues come within m Don What has bewitch'd 

you'to ask ſuch a Queſtion?: (© 
Flora. They defre-in'tommon |; Humaniy as they av 
Gentlemen. 22 e $102 
"1H Free. Dada — Hah! Way, 3 are the — 
of your Sex. The Devil did leſs Miſchief in the Form 
oft the Serpent to Eve, than in that to her Daughters— 
A Woman's Reputation is always loſt when tis ventur d 
— but theſe are proſeſs d Sharpers, who never play 
upon the Square for Beauty, and are worſe. Enemies to 
it * * Age or ardel, Si, by . of of 85 
a e are guar , ou ur 
Inſtructions. 0 : * - ” - 
Free. Hah! true Daughter of the firſt Woman. Well! 


Wy! talk with em to oblige you== where are they?, 
lors. 
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your Conſciences, is it not ſo? Hah 


Fier. Millions of Impertinents; I cou'd not bear to 


* 1 
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Flora; There they are, Sir: they look like ſobe 
civil, honeſt Gentlemen, and not as if they came froy 
London. 

Free. Now I think they look like-a Deere fron 
the Cuckold - makers of the Corporation. 

Mode. to Free.) Sir, the unexpected Occaſion of thi 
Trouble. —— 

Free. Oons, Sir, ſpeak truth, I know what you a 
pumping for, a il "one Excuſe for an unſeaſonable Viſit 
I have not told one Lye in kg theſe thi 
Years. , 

Heart. Nor heard one neither * 

Free. No, Sir, nor heard one; here we only 
up a few neceſſary Lyes for a Market-day or ſo. 

Meds, But we wou'd only ſay in plain Words, | 

Free. I'll tell you what honourable Deſign you tw 
have clubb'd for in plain Words, your Horſes were t 18 
fall lame, you were to be benighted, and making ule 


of my Humanity for Entrance into my Houſe, you ver 
honeſtly hope for an Opportunity to ruin my Family 3 ak 


Muſhr 
by a F 
of a M 
lolling 
not pa) 


Heart. We confeſs the Charge is too generally true, 
but we beg leave to be excepted, and declare ſuch Prac. 
ices, whatever Habits Men wear, call em Villains 
However, if 'tis impoſſible to gain Credit with you. —þ 

Free. Whence came you? | 

Heart. From London. | ; 

Free. From London, ſo I thought again, the Mart ofen 
Iniquity, Satan's chief Reſidence; he picks up a Vage 
bond Soul or two now and then worn us, but he Mono- 
polizes there. 


Heart. What drove you firſt from London ? 


himſelf 


dance Attendence in the Antichambers, and catch Cold] Ition of 


on the Stair-caſes of falſe tricking Courtiers ; nor en- 
dure to be beſpatter'd by the Chariot of an Upftart, 3 
Muſkroom, 


"= 
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» ſobe Muſhroom, who finds himſelf, he does not know how, 


by a Figure in a Lottery, a turn of a Dye, or the Folly 
of a Woman, metamorphos'd into a Gentleman, and 
lolling in the Chariot that his Father drove — I cou'd 
not pay my Court to a Quality Idiot of the laſt Edition, 
J had not Patience to attend the Burleſque Rhodomon- 
| tades of a Lyar in Red, n 
you an Atheiſt in Black. 

Viſit Heart. Ah, Sir, London is chang'd fince your pious 


e thigh] Days; then indeed there was too great an Indulgence 
given to Libertines. 

Free. Ay tis changed truly, J hear what your Mo- 

y make dern Landon is 3 we were Lewd indeed in our Days, but 


then even Lewdneſs had Propriety ; but of late they ſay 
Hour Fools ſet up for Rakes, and Rakes for Politicians ; 
ray even now you may ſee there Sharpers in bruſh'd 
Seavers and Bobs, and Cullies in long Wigs and Swords; 
and inſtead of changing honeſt Staple for Gold and Sil- 


o. 
ou 
were to 


* er, you deal in Bears and Bulls only; you have Wo- 
ly; ak nen who are Chaſte and would yet appear Lewd, and 

. ou have Saints that are Sinners ; in ſhort 'tis a very 
ly true, wicked Town, your Parſons Stock job, and your Wen- 


ches Pray 


h Prac- 
lains — 
—2— it, and Gallantry, Old Diogenes? | 

Free. Your very Beaus, they ſay, now give way to 
Pour Witlings ; and you may hear Fops in Under- 
ſanding rail at thoſe in Dreſs Who can with 
Patience bear a Coxcomb that ſupports the Credit of 
his Parts by Retailing of Wit, who makes a Feaſt in 
the City, with the good Things as he calls 'em, the 
raps that he ſteals from Court, and inſults his Inti- 
mates with a ſtolen Underſtanding, who really believes 


himſelf a aſeful Creature for keeping up the Circula- 
tion of Wit, 
B | Heart. 


Mart off 
| Vaga- 
Mono 


bear to 

ch Cold 
not en- 
ftart, 4 
ſkroom, 


Mode. inne this'to the World of Love and: 
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Heart. Thoſe Gentlemen have "Win for Wits ; 
and while they attend a Vacancy ſerve as Cadets. 

Mode. But, Sir, to our Purpoſe ; is there no Security 
to be taken for one Night only? | 

Free. There is; but tis in my own Hands, if you'll 
accept the Terms; lookee Gentlemen, J have one 
faithful Friend in the World, tis honeſt Towy/er, 2 
true bred Maſtiff, one who never ſcrapes or kiſſes my 
Hand but in honeſt truth; who will ſtand by me with 
his beſt Blood. Now he does me the Favour to lie 
every Night at my Bed's Foot; I am likewiſe Maſter 
of a Brace of large-boned Threſhers ; and theſe three 
have been the Guardians of my Farm theſe ten Years; 
they have no more ReſpeR than I for along Wig and 
a Sword You know the reſt ; if T hear the Conie: 


ſqueak I'll ſend the Hunt abroad, I'll ha' no Poaching 


uo Tannellipg, no Driving in the Dark. 


Heart. Sir, we accept your Terms, he that intends 


Wrong, fears none. 
Free. There then Enter There lies your way. 


[Exe. Free. Modely and Heartwell, into the Farn 
Flora and Aura. 


Flora. tht, en he his taken em both i in. 
Aura. Itremble fo, I don't know ne dort 
Hora. It Was your Fault. 
Aura. you were bewitch'd to aſk ian 
" Flora. Why did not you adviſe me to the contrary ! 
Aura. O Dear, my Heart beats. 
"* Phxa. N Chia, the Gariifon i 
"Bdfieged, 
eee Gente let't in oumge. 
© Phra. * wild little Colt. 


Exe 
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Nits ; 


uriy 


youll SCENE the infide of the Farm. 

3 Freehold, Modely and Heartwell. 

es: 1 RGE T you have been within the Wally of 
to lie a City, and we ſhall agree well enough. 


Heart. But, Sir, do you tend to. ee 
Maſter do you never, never int 
chree London again ? 


Years; Free. Never, never, I tell you. 

ig and Heart. Why ſo, Sir ? 

Conie Free. I gave you my Reaſons— But I'll Repeat 'em 
ching to pleaſe you. I am unqualify'd for Converſation there 


U have not ſlaviſh Complaiſance enough to Work 
up every Muſcle to a forced Smile,” and Court the no 
Jeſts of a Wealthy. Fool in hopes to ſee my Name in 
the Codicil of his Will —-1I cannot be raviſh'd with 
the young Graces of a ſuperannuated Beauty, who for- 
gets ſhe has not one Tooth in her Head for which ſhe is 
not in Debt; in ſhort, there is not a Creature among 
you wears his natural Shape, your Culliez wou'd be 
thought Sharpers, and your Sharpers Cullies ; your noiſy 
roaring Boys are Cowards, and your brave Men filent ; 
Uglineſs is exactly dreſs'd, and Beauty i in Deſhabilee— 
The few Virtues you haye you hide, and affect Crimes 
to be agreeable In a word, you are all falſe double. 
faced execrable Hypocrites. Come, will you, drink a 

Cup of Brown Ale before you Fat? 

Heart, I thank you, Sir, but I am pot Thirſty now. 

Free. Oons, do you never Drink but when you are 
a-dry——We have none o your Lemqnade or Sherbet 
here, Man No, nor your. t'other walhy thin Pota- 
tion, call .d Erenth Wine, 22850 Brewer of f falſe Love and 
Puooli- 


intends 


way. 
Faru. 
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Politics : We live upon Engi Beef and Boer, the 
Staple of our own Country. | 
Heart. And every honeſt Briton oüght to Encou- 
rage it. 
Free. Right Boy: Come, will you smoke a Pipe be- 
fore Supper; a Pipe is the beſt Whet in the World. 
Mode. No—by no Means. 
Free. Oh hoh=—it will ſpoil your Kiſling. 
Mode. Pray, Sir, who is the Lord of your Manor 


here ? 


Free. We have no Lord, Sir, we have a Lady. 

Mode. A Lady! 

Free. Ay, Sir, ſhe lives at the great Houſe on the 
Hill above, with an old Knight her Kinſman whoſe | 
Eſtate joins to hers ; One Sir Jahr Englifs, a Gentleman | 
of right old-faſhion'd Hoſpitality ; he has only one 
Fault, he is a little too fond of your Quality : He was | 
at Court in his Youth, where — had a ſuperficial View 
of the Glare and Gaiety of the Place; and now he 
dotes upon every thing that comes from thence ; he is 
particularly Civil to a Page; he has a wonderful Vene- 
Tation for a Squire o' the Body; a Knight gives him 


great Joy, and he is raviſh'd with a Lord. 


Mode. A very odd Humour: But as to the Lady of 
your Manor ? N 
Free. Ay, there's a Lady, a Miracle, ſhe has Youth 


and Beauty, and 2000 J. a Year, and yet has the uſe 


of all her Limbs; ſhe will walk you four Miles before 
the Sun 1s up, and come home with natural Colours on 
Her Face got by wholeſom Exerciſe. She uſes no Face 
Phyfic, ſhe is none of your Town Daubers that are in 
Danger of loſing their Complexions for a Kiſs ; no, ſhe 
looks like the blooming Roſe, and is as . as the 
Breath of the Morning. 
Mode. Was ſhe never Marry'd, Sir ? 


Free. No, the old Colonel her Fathe:, Sir Fred 17 
Vt 
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vill. — a worthy Man he was, left her and her Eſtate 
free; and ſhe ſays ſhe will keep em both ſo : She N 
London, your Men and your Manners. | 

Mode. And ſo ſne is ſettled, as the Timber 00 her 
Eſtate, for Life with her old Kinſman ? 

Free. Yes, there they live together, and let me tell 
you the Old Hoſpitable Genies of England ſeems revivd 
in them; they are of almoſt as much Benefit to their 
Neighbours as the Sun and Rain, a general Good 
Well! But come into this Room and drink a Cup of. 
Ale, nay I will have it ſo, 

Mode. We'll follow you. 

Free. What, you ſee the Wenches coming, remember 
our Articles, or Towftr's the Word. TExit. 

Modely and Heartwell, Enter to them Flora and Aura. 

Mode. Hah, my Damoſella once again, I'll kill thee 
my dear little Thief with Kiſſes. 

Aura. Then IT ſhall be the firſt Maid that ever died 
that Death, and deſerve to be buried with my Face 
downwards; tho' I have known many a big Fellow 
brag of his Victories, who durſt never draw his Sword, 

Mode; But I have fought many a Duel. | 

Aura And did you always conquer? 

Made No, ſometimes it has been a drawn Battle: 
But now I'll be Victorious or Die. 

[Kiſſes and hugs ber. 

Aura. Laud—— Lud you do ſo Touſle and Rumple 
ones Clothes; you Men are the ſtrangeſt Creatures. 

Mode. You Women have the moſt whimſical Fancies 
— whither do you run —— what, muſt I follow you? 

Aura. If you have Courage, the old Dragon is in the 
next Room. 

Mode. Pox o' the Dragon; I am a Knight-Frrant, 
and tis my Bufineſs to conquer Dragons. 

Aura. Come 0 on then; Hercules the ſecond, 

Ext. Modely ard Aura, 
3 Heart- 
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3 Heartwell a4 Flora. 
Heart. Hear me; let me ſwear to you, fair Maid. 
* What is it you wou'd ſwear; that you love 
me | 
Heart. More than Life, Joy, Health or Liberty, my | 
whole Soul darts thro' my Eyes in Tranſport to behold | 
you, every Atom is in Arms, my Bloed gallops thro! | 
my Veins; Iamall Air while I talk to you. 
Flora. I am afraid your Zeal is not of the right ſort, 
but like the Agitation of thoſe falſe Prophets, who fan- 
cy themſelves Inſpir'd from Above, when they are on- 
ly actuated below; this is not Warmth but Wind; all | 
Bubble, Vapour. : | 
Heart. You ſhou'd forgive a ſmall Delirium to a 
Wretch in a Fever. | ; 
-: Flora, 1 can forgive a Madman, but I won't regard | 
m. | 
Heart, Wou'd you not pity and cure him, if you 
cou'd ? : 
Flora. Then you wou'd be cured of Love? 
Heart. By Poſſeſſion of what I die ſor. : 
Fhra. True Poſſeſſion cures Love, as Death does} 
Diſeaſes. _ 1 
Hart. By thoſe immortal Eyes, twill make mine 
live for ever. - 
Flora. No, no, twill die ſuddenly ; Love's an Ague, | 
and the cold Fit certainly ſucceeds the hot. 
Heart. Do you believe no Man is conſtant ? 
Flora, I don't know, if one were to Mould yeu' 
make you as one does one's Clothes, or ſo. - | 
Heart. Make me, Mould me as you pleaſe ; fancy 
the Man you wou'd have in Idea. 
Flora. I believe indeed I ſhall never have a Man any 
otherwiſe than in Idea—But no more Flouriſhes I pay 


you, Sir, we have convers d in Figure ever ſince we ſaw 
one 


ne an 
mell t 
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ne another: and you. know, tho' one might like to 
mell to a Roſe Noſegay now and then 


- + Heart. One does not care to feed upon a Roſe. 
& . Flora. Come then let us clear * once; and talk 
„ my ommon Senſe to one another. 
ehold Heart. Agreed [ 
thro! Flora. So be it! 

Heart. Why then really I never liked a Woman 
t ſort, Wetter in my Life. 
o fan- Flra. I think you are ſomething more than tolerg- 
re on- le, I was going to lay an agreeable Fellow. 
1 ; all Heart. Do you like me? 

Flora. As I might a Picture. 

to a Heart. Do you take me only for the Shadow of a 


an ? 

Flora. To me no more, for: I look on this Accident 

nly as the Idle Deluſion of a Morning's Dream. 
Heart. Then let me wake thee into real Happineſs, 

he little God of Love ſhall wanton in thy Heart, as 

e now plays and revels in thy Eyes. 

Flera. Hold! hold } You are running baclclinto Me- 


does l pphor ; why this is downright Poetry — Pray come to 
ommon Senſe again. 
e mine 


Heart. That is very true; to be ſhort then, Where- 
bouts is your Bed- chamber? 

Flora. Pho! now you talk idly. 

Heart, Do. you lie alone, Child ? { Kifing hen. 
Flora. Why are. you ſo Impertinent? 
Heart, Why are you ſo Coy? 
Flora. What then it ſeems.you do certainly. affure 
our ſelf that, having kiſs'd.me, ſqueez!dmy Hand, and 
igh'd out a few unneceſſary fine things, I ſhall fall 
Numb into your Arms as Cats get Birds by gazing at 
em ? 

Heart, Come, my Love, this Dialect is as affected as 
other; take this Jewel, accept it, wear it as a Token 
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of the moſt pure Affection; you ſhall live with me, Com. 

mand me and my Fortune, I'll take you from this Cet 

tage and this odd old Man, and you ſhall live as yo} 

Beauty and your Wit demand you ſhou'd in all the va. 

rious Pleaſures this gay World can give you. | 
[ Embracing ber. 


Fl:ra. Here, Sir, take your Toy again; I thank 50 4 
humbly for the mighty Favour ; I ſell no Beauty—What, 
wou'd you Barter with me for myſelf —— Bribe me ou WM yter _ 
of my Perſon *tis poorly done; but know, Sir, [! dune 


have a Heart within that proudly tells me no Price ſhall! 
ever buy it: But is it honeſt in you to tempt that Inno- 
cence you ſhou'd protect? Reaſon diſtinguiſhes Mai} 
from Beaſts, and Virtue Men from Men: Now as you. 
boaſt of Birth and virtuous Anceſtors, and wou'd wea! 
thoſe Honours as your lawful Merit; think, reflect; an 

your Intentions agreeable to Juſtice, Honour, Gratitude! 
You wrong yourſelf as well as me; farewel, [ Exit! 


Heartwell alone. | 

She has ſtung me to the Soul with her too juſt Re 
proaches ; I am conſcious and aſham'd of my Crime 
her Virtues, like her Beauties, ſtood at firſt ſo ſilenii 
within her, fo unſtir'd by the leaſt Air of Vanity, ſh 
look'd as if ſhe knew em not; and yet when the las 
Injury provok'd em, they fluſh'd and ſwell'd her heigh+ 
ten'd Features with ſuch pointed Indignation=—]t if 
not to be born—— My Heart burns within me—- She 
finks into my Mind ——I muſt have her, tho' at thi 
Price of Liberty—I'll Marry her, but what will the 
World fay——TI'll Renounce it; I'll Abjure it; 


T1 give ber all my future Life and prove, 
Like Anthony, the World well loft for Love. 


AC 
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ou Ener Lurcher, Hawk well, Vultur, Car- 
sel buncle @ Yintner, Longbottom @ Peruke” 
— maker, and Sneak a Tayler. 
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titude!s 
[ Exit 


LURCHER. 

A H Yulur / Love and the Dice have undone me 
I have purſued Angelica, and my bad Fortune, 
d the laſt Farthing, What muſt I do? Diſhonour 
aits upon Neceflity, and he that keeps his Virtue 
hen he is poor is a Hero indeed. Yet I'll en- 
+ Re cavour, ſtruggle hard, and not part with the Gentle- 
\.. FÞan while 'tis poſſible to preſerve him. 
* il. What do you mean to do with theſe hungry 
„ aſcals, who follow you thus for their Debts ? 
* | 3 Lurch. To pay em. 
8e . When? 

e Lurch. To morrow. 
f Vult. Which way ? 
5 bd Lurch. My Uncle ſhall lend me the Money. 

u a . Good? 

1 Lurch. Ay, my Uncle Sir Jobs Igls, who inha- 


its the great Houſe with the Turret o Top there. He 
all lend me the Money, then will I diſcharge theſe 
lamorous Thieves, and be ſaucy tothem in my Turn. 
Vult. You rave; why your Uncle has not ſeen you 
heſe ten Years, nor can be prevail'd upon to truſt you 
C ven with Subſiſtence. What do you mean 
B 5 Lurch. 
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Lurch. Why, he ſhall lend me the Money and not 
know helends it me; I'll extort it from him by the Vio. 
lence of Stratagem; I Il ſtare him full in the Face, andf 
make him believe I oblige him when I receive the Mo- 
ney.—— 


Vult. Riddles'!'Riddtes © N Lur 
Sneak. I pray you, Maſter Lurcher, indeed now; yoſ Lon 
know I have waited a long time, a moſt ſcandalous long Lur 


time for my Money, and your Bill lengthens and leng. 
thens every Day; upin my word, I ſhall not be able f 
hold out. — Beſides, here you have draggled me a long 
way, and told me I Mou be paid by your Uncle; and 
alas-a-day, 'tis an idle Tale, a Flim-flam, for you dar 


© &@ #7 


Lurch. Have Patience, old fiery Face, thy Noſe ſhal 
have Comfort preſently. 5 

Carb. Patience]! Demme, Dick, which way now ſhal 
come by my Money? ——You know I love you, you 
roaring young Dog, you know I do ; — but here nov, 
here's a hundred Pounds due for clean Claret, befide 
Money lent, hard neat Money. — Reckonings paid, 
Coach-hire, Suppers at your Lodging, and Ladies Fee: 
——- How the Devil do you imagine now, Dick Lurche, 
that 1 ſhall pay the Merchant Why, you will ford 
me to break and turn Gentleman—It will never do. 

Leng. Sir, I would in the moſt ſubmiſſive Manne 
imaginable———,, * j N 19 

Lurch. So, ſo, what! all upon the Hunt at once 
One Word, Gentlemen. | 

Long 
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Long. You know very well the laſt Tye-up I ſald you, 
was as light and bright as Silver, and as ſtrong as Wire, 
with a fine flowing, large, open Curl ; I reckon you but 
twelve Pieces for it, and upon my Soul, my Ld! Lanthorn 
Foul would have paid me as much for it in ready Gold. 

Lurch, And why, wou'd you not take his Money? 

Long. Becauſe it did not ſuit his Complexien. 
Larch. Why, what was that to thee, Puppy ? 
Long. Ah, Sir, his dark Olive Face would have 
thrown a ſhade upon the brightneſs of the Hair, I ſhould 
have loſt all my, Credit. Now, Sir, if a Gentleman 
does but wear one's Work well, and become it, ——TI 
muſt needs ſay that for your Worſhip, ; 

Lurch. Well, Gentlemen, here you are, and I thank 
you for your Attendance to my Uncle's. I wiſh I had 
Intereſt enough in my own Perſon to deſire you to walk 
in and refreſh; but that is impoſſible. 

Carb. Why, what do you think I'll lie in the Fields, 
Dick ? No, no, I'll have a Dram, and ja Jug of his 
Stingo too: What, I'll try the Intereſt of my own Face 
rather than fail. 

Lurch. Thy Face! nay, tis time indeed, the Lights 
in thy Face, Carbuncle, begin to burn blue, and if thou 
doſt not get ſome Fuel for them, they will go out in 
utter Darkneſs —— Look ye, Gentlemen, my Fellow- 
Travellers and Friends, if you will agree to a Project I 
have, and be content to act your Parts in it, I will en- 
gage you all a Lodging, and the beſt Entertainment in 
the Houſe: Nay, perhaps your Money too. 

Sneak. I pray you what is your Project, Mr. Lurchey, 
tho' I own I have no great Opinion of Projects or Pro- 
jectors. 

Carb. Demme, Dich, what is it? I love Projects and 
Whims wonderfully. 

Long. I always ſaid; upon my Soul I did always af- 


firm that he was a very fine Gentleman, tho” —_— I 
pe 


» — 
6 on 
= — —_ Pa 


— — 


* Im car had = _ 


— — OO — 


vill clap on our Maſking Suits and Vizors. 
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hope this Project will produce a Bed * a Supper, 


for I am ſomewhat hun 
Lurch. Doubt it not, —— You and all the 


World know the Character of Sir Jobn Englis: He is 


exceſſively fond of Quality, and piques himſelf upon 
being the moſt Hoſpitable Man in the County. 

Carb. And what then ? 

Lurch. Why, then I have a Mind to put the e Change 
upon him. | 

Carb, Change upon him ! How ? 


Lurch. Why, I will be a Man of Quality, III FR | 


a Blue Ribbon croſs my Shoulders, and a Patch upon 
my Face; and if you will aſſiſt me ſo far, if you will 
condeſcend ſo low to be thought Part of my Equipage, 
why we will come rattling to his Gates, and be receiv'd 
with as much Joy and Ceremony as if we were really 
what we appear'd. 


Egad, I approve it wonderfully—We'll revel 


Carb. 
in October and Roſt- beef. 
Long Upon my Soul a very elegant Defign.—You'll 


wear your Full- bottom. 

Szeak. But how will this help us to our Money, Mr. 
Larcher ? 

Carb. Why, his Lordſhip will take the Knight to 
Piquet after Supper, and bite him. 

Lurch. No, no, Sir Jobs never plays; I have a more 


þonourable Defign than that, I aſſure you. 


Carb. What is it? Out with it, my little Bully Boy. 
Lurch. Why, when all the Family are faſt aſleep, we 


Carb. And rob the Houſe ; very good. | 
$zeak. Oh laud, rob the Houle ; ; why, what do you 


nk 1'd be bang'd for your Projects 


Lurch. No, my Hogſhead of Iniquity, no; we will 
bind them in their Beds, and one another afterwards, 
and yet not rob the Houſe of a Shilling. woo 

709. 


ittle Gof 
Shackh 
after the 
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Carb. To what Purpoſe ſhould you bind them then? 

Lurch. Don't inquire further beforehand. ——1 beg 
you only to truſt me with the Conduct of this Affair.— 
I'll venture my Life I ſhall bring you all off ſafe: I 
have in our Coach, which ſtands by the Road-fide, 
every thing that can be neceſſary for the Execution of 
our Defign. —— Nay, nay,—don'tlet thy Courage fink, 
now we are upon Action, Lads ,—— 

Sneak. I deſire to be excus'd ; I will not engage init. 
Carb. I'll lice you if you mutter, I'll demoliſh—— 
IS What! do you mutiny ? Go on, Dick, we'll follow you 
to the end of the World. 

* Lurch, Along then, my Lads of Mettle ; be firm and 
united, and 1 * be anſwerable for the Succeſs. 


CEN E. The Court-yard to Sir John 

Engliſh*'s Houſe; Sir John aunbutton'd, 
without his Hat, and Timothy Shackle- 
hgure his Steward. 


lin Betty all this Day and her Companion, her 
We [Witte Gofliping, Tittle-tattle Friend—Hah, Timothy / 

Shackle, An it ſhall pleaſe your Worſhip*s Worſhip 
after the moſt painful Inquiſition in purſuance of your 
orſhip's Commands, I am not able to diſcover what 
Worſhip might 


FOUL 


will Sir Jobn. Prithee don't Worſhip me ſo much, but for 
rds, Worm fake, Timothy, tell me whither they are gone. 


$Shac ale, 


Pi, Jahr. O OD now! Good now, Timethy / hare 
you enquir'd what is become of Cou-. 


— —— 


Dick were not the moſt profligate Rogue — But he 


home at Supper: Ill take a turn or two in the Hall. 
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G baciile. Really that I:catmot ſay, but the two young 
Ladies were ſeen to walk forth early this Morning with 
our very wiſe Neighbour, Farmer Freehold. 
Sir John. Sol but they left word they would return, 
Shackle, I am not able particularly to affirm ſo much. 
© Sir John; Now the Pox take thee, for a formal Any 
Domini Blockhead. ; 
Tim Give me leave to aſſure your Worſhip that with. 
aut Form and Order ö 
Sir John. Tell me where they are gone, or I'll break | 
thy ſtrange Pate. | 
Tim. Really, if your Worſhip bruiſes me unto Death, 
F ſhall moſt willingly periſh for the Truth, nor will!! 
diſcover more unto your Worſhip than I know. —— 
Sir John. Get you out o' my Sight, you confounded Þ 
Multiplication Puppy; yet ſtay a little; this Fellow 
ruffles me ſo every Day with his moſt abominable Cir. þ 
cumbendibus Phraſes. — Well Couſin Betty is a fine 
Girl, ſhe has 2000 J. a Year..— Ah, if my Nephew 


may reform one time or other; ſhe will never marry 
without my Advice, that is certain. Hark thee, thou 


I 
Numerical Coxcomb: Enquire if they expect the Girls R 


ſo much 
in Word 
for the C 
dir Jobn, 


[ Exeunt, 


Enter Lurcher and four of his Creditors as the Equipage 
of a Nobleman, and Vultur as his Running Footman. 


Sneak, Laud, my Heart ſinks: I ſweat and tremble | 
already, I ſhall never hold out. | Vue, k 
Carb. You pin-hearted Puppy, recal your Courage, W with your 
or I'll demoliſh you ; what, wou'd you ruin our whole Sir Feb 
Affair? | = Day, whe 
Sneak, Well, dear Carbuncle, be peaceable, I wil WW Val. Pl 


W any Inforr 


Lurch, 
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Tureb. Tom Fultur, how does his Grace become me ? 
Does the Man of Quality fit eaſy upon the Rake? | 

Vult. Admirably, y ou look as if you were made for 
a blue Ribbon. 

Lurch, And you flatter me as if I were one To 
Buſineſs Lads, to Buſineſs—Do you, Tom Vultur, you 
who repreſent my Running Footman, trot before and 
prepare the old Knight to receive us. If I can 
my Deſign in this Habit and Equipage. —[ Exit Vult. 

Carb. We'll Drink and Wench, and Roar eternally, 
our whole Lives ſhall run round in a Circle of Mirth. 

Lurch. Joy ſhall be the Jack, Pleaſure the Bias, and 
we'll roll after Happineſs to the laſt Moment of Life. 

Carb. Without one Rub in the- Carpet, Boys. 

Longb. With your Favour, Squire, how comes this 


ir 7ohn Englils, who treats and entertains all, and is 


ſo very proud of being Hoſpitable, to take no care of 


| you? you ſay, you never perſonally offended him. 


Lurch, Never; but I'll tell you: my Father, Bis Siſter's 
Huſband, dy'd 2000 J. in his Debt, for which he reli. 
giouſly determin'd to puniſh me his Heir. At my Fa- 
ther's Death [ was ten Years old, but from that Time 
no Interceſſion cou'd prevail with this obſtinateold Mule 
ſo much as to ſee me. But we have no Time to loſe 
in Words — Come on, my Boys, now let us give Order 
for the Coach to drive gently up the Hill—By this time 
dir Jobn, I hope, is ready to receive us. [ Exeant. 


Sir John Englith aal ting im bis Hall: Vultur comes blows 
ing in, as 4 Running Footman. 


Vault. Hah——Phu!: Phu! with your Pardon, Sir, 
with your Pardon; Phu, Phu. | 
Sir John: How now, Pumps Dimity, and 60 Miles a 
Day, whoſe Grayhound are you ? 
Vult. Phu, Phu; do you know, or can you give me 
any Information ? Phu. 8 
ir 
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Sir Jobn. Stand ftill and breathe, Puppy, I'll walk 2 
Turn or two till your Bellows are in Order. | 


Vult. Can you tell me, I ſay, if my Lord Duke be 
come in yet ? 

Sir John, Thy Lord Duke! prithee who! is thy Lord 
Duke, Friend ? | 

Pult. I thought every Body knew my Lord: Ha 
Grace the Duke of Geſcanadr ; his youngeſt Son bear: BY 
the Title of Lord Bite; and his eldeſt is Marquis of 
Bamington by the Courteſy of England. | 1 

Sir John. Art ſure he will igt here ? I ſhou'd be 
proud to entertain his Grace, but I fear thou art miſ. 
taken. f 

Vult. Do you think ſo, Sir? by your leave, Sir? 

Going, 

Sir Fohn, Paſſion o' me Fellow, why Pane tf lay 

come back. 

- Fult. What is your Pleaſure, 7. 

Sir John. How happy ſhould I be to entertain his 
Grace ; did not his Grace name the Houſe with the 
great Turret o' Top? | 
 Fult. No, Sir, no! 

Sir John. Nor did not you hear him mention the 
Velvet Cuſhions in my little Parlour— Nor my large 
gilt Candleſticks? 

Yult. Upon my Honour no! 

Sir John. Your Honour, Scab !——PNor no Word 
dropt about the Hangings ia the great Chamber. 

Vult. Net a Word. [Running off, Sir John bold; him, 

Sir John. A Pox confine thee, this Fellow was born 
with a Whirligig in his Heels: Stand ſtill you louſy 
ſeven Miles an hour Raſcal. 

Yult. If you ſtop me a Second longer you ruin me, 
Sir John, Was there no Talk of a plentiful Board, 
open Houſe-keeping, and the good old Engl Hoſpi- 
tality reviv'd ſomewhere hereabout— hak ! 

Vll. 
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k ' Fult. Now you come a little nearer the Matter. 
* Sir John. But now in one Word — and indeed a 


Queſtion I ſhould have aſked before Whom did he 
ſend you to? 

Yult. To Sir John Englifh, Sir. | 

Sir John. I am he, you round-about Knave, you 
Skipditch, I am Sir Job Engliih —— Well, and will his 


* Grace be here —I am overjoy'd--no. Body —no— no 
ody of any Degree or Quality that is to ſay ;— paſſes 
is of BY "the Houſc—No Body entertains like me Well; 
d be Well; Well; —— there is a kind of a Grace, an Art, 
mil. Manner in theſe Things which ſo naturally flips from 
Ine —Codſo, I forget myſelf ——Where are my 
ir? Peanuts! What John Pippin—— John. 
Goin Serv, Did your Worſhip call ? 
1 * Sir John. Bid that figurative Fool Timothy Shackle- 
| Were, Robin Marrowbone the Cook, and Dowblejug the 
Butler, and Dorothy and Cicely, and all my Servants 
n hu eme hither inſtantly, I muſt ſpeak with em all 
5 del ere give this Fuſtian Raſcal a Horn o Beer and a Cruft 
$— Well and how does his Grace, goodnow ? I never 
aw him in my Life, 
„e . My Lord has travell'd theſe five Years, an it 
n the Npleaſe your good Worſhip. 
will 5 Fohbn, Travell'd ! goodnow ? — A Cup o' Bear 


nd a Cruſt there. The Fellow's a Fool, I think, 


Word Enter Steward, Cook, Butler, Cicely and Dorothy. 


Sir John. Here Marrowbone, Robin, Robin, ſome 
me Ducks, a Virgin Pullet, a few Pigeons, a bit of 
utton or ſomething or other. Dorothy, air the 
great Chamber, Dorothy, the fine Sheets for his Grace's 
Bed; you underſtand me! The Holland Curtains for 
te Damaſk * edg'd with Point: Up with em: Up 
with 


® 


- welcome. 
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with em Unpaper * Screens, the ITT and 
the Andirons. 
[4s Sir. John gives Orders to "bi Servants, Vultur 
and another Servant are drinking _ compli· 
menting on one Side. 


E ater Servant. 


Serv. An it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's a Nobleman 
and all his Servants juſt alighted at the great Gate. 

Sir John. Codſo; Codſo; we ſhall be in a fearful 
Hurry——Set my Band, Dorothy,. quickly, quickly 
——ſo, there, there—His Grace I profeſs has ſurpris'd 
me, taken me ſo unprepar'd. 


Enter Larcher as a Duke with his Equipage, runs uf 1 | 
Sir John and ſalutes him, 


Lurch. Sir John Engliſh, I am your moſt faithful and 
obedient Servant; I could by no Means bave excuſed 
myſelf if I hadpaſs'd by and not paid my Reſpects here. 

Sin Jobn. Ah, my Lord, I am your poor unworthy 
Servant; all I can ſay is, your 3 is moſt ſpaciouſ 


Lurch. You have a fine Houſe here, Sir Fob. 

Sir John. A Doghole, may it pleaſe your Grace,: 
mere Doghole I have a clean Bed or ſo, a:Battle or 
two of good Wine for a Particular, I brew with the bel 
Malt, and can pretend to a Bit of good Mutton or ſo 
— We ſhall ſtarve your Grace, but your Grace 
Goodneſs. 

Lurch. Ever hearty Sir John, the bappieſt Creature 
breathing (that is your Character) when your Friend: 
are round you. 

Sir Fohn. Goodnow ! Goodnow:! Your Grace is ples· has tri 
ſant— Will your Grace taſte a Glaſs of old Hock 
with a little, hee Daſh of Palm before you cat? 


Lurch. 


and 
cuſed 


here. 
7orthy 
1ouly 


ace, 2 
tle or 
e belt 
n or ſo 
race“ 


eatur 
Tiends 


s plea- 


— 


Lurch. 
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Lurch. By no means, Sir Jobs: Upon my Word you 
have a fine Country round you, a noble Eſtate. 

S:r John. No, no, no: My Lord; what with Taxes, 
Repairs, bad Tenants; Pariſh' Charges, and ſo forth; 
a poor Pittance: —A' poor Pitfance—Will your Grace 
have a Sevil Orange ſqueez*d imoa Glaſs of noble Raey 
old Canary; what does your Grace think+o'that? ay I 
believe that ;—Or a Glafs of your right Soutbam Cid er 
ſweeten'd with a little old Mead and a hard Toaſt ? 

Lurch. Not one Drop before I eat, tho' you cou'd 
treat me with liquid Gold Why you live here as if all 
things were in common without Labour or Money, like 
Adam in. Paradiſe. 

Sir John. Yes an it pleaſe your Grace with all my 
Beaſts about me - I have a Heart, that is all I can boaſt, 
I have a Heart— Well, well: — What News? What 
News at Landon p —— I have a Nephew there; I have 
not ſeen the Profligate this ten Years——lI beg your 
Grace notintreat for him, his Father ſerv d me ſcurvily, 
no, no, what o'that ? What o'that ? 
[4 Servant with Sack and Toaft on a Salver. 
Your Grace muſt taſte oneGlaſs of Sack, tis theCuſtom 
o'the Place; it will warm your Stomach : Came, come, 
— Ah this Nephew of mine has been a wild Lad, 


very wild. 
Lurch. So I have heard. 


Sir John. Belike your Grace might know him, for 
he kept Company o'the beſt: Ah, who but DickLurcher: 
Well he has, 'tho' he be but my Siſter's Son, much 
of my Blood in him, that he has Does your Grace 
underſtand Mufic ? 

Lurch. I have but a bad Ear. 

Sir Fohn. Very like! very like ; Four Grace 
has travell'd. 

Eurch, Theſe five Years, Sir.. 
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| Sir John. This Nephew o mine has been in Comic 
Pranks: Oh very wild; very wild: But he is like to 
have all when I die The Whoreſon ſhall have atl— 
I love him but he ſhall never find it while I live. 
Lurch. What a Temptation is here to poiſon him; 
how he draws his own Picture. [ Afide, 
Sir John. He is yet, my Lord, but as I may ſay 


 Imberbis Fuvenis, no more Hair on his Chin than a 


Midwife will your Grace eat an Oiſter or two 
before Supper ? 

Lurch, I never do eat Oiſters. 
Sir John. Never eat Oiſters ! Goodnow | Goodnow! | 
That is wonderful, 

Lurch. "Tis ſomething more wonderful that you can 
dote upon this Nephew of yours, and make no Provi- 
fion for him. Has he any Fortune of his own? 


Sir Jobn. Not a Shilling, Sir—all ſpent, Do you 


mark me? Laud ! He Sir, why he is a Wit, and a 
Rake, and a Gameſter; he has twenty Trades beſides 
Women. O'my Conſcience he lives upon Women: The 
Boy has a fine Eye — he ſhall not have a Groat while 
I live. But when I die 

Lurch. I muſt have a ſmall Matter while you live, 
dear Uncle. | [Aldi. 

Sir Jobn. What is your Grace's Pleaſure ? my Ears 
did not rightly lay hold on your laſt Words. 

Lurch. I ſay, you ſhould allow him a ſmall Matter 
while you live. 

Sir John. No, no, Let him look out ſharp; ſharp; 
he will know better how to manage when I am laid. 
Lurch. Do you never ſteal up to Court, Sir Fobn ? 

Sir Jobn. Ah my Lord Duke, I was very fond of it 
once, I have danc'd a Horn pipe in the Drawing-Room 
before now, I have. 

Lurch. Have you no Inclination to a little ſaug 


Place, or ſo? 
Sir 
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$ir Jeln. Ay, my good Lord, if it might be done 

without much Trouble hunting of Places is too 

much Fatigue; tis fit for young People. I can't play 
at Puſ in the Corner now; no, no 

Lurch. Ay, but a Teller, a — | in the Caſ- 


toms, or ſo, wou'd do you no harm 

Sir Jobn. No, no, if I might be but Deputy-Lie 
tenant; that indeed 1 

Lerch. I'll ſpeak to the King, it ſhall be done 
you are ſo reaſonable. 

Sir John, Come, come, goodnow [1 ſee Supper is go- 
ing thro' the Hall Will your Grace give me leave? 
Do you hear, take care his Grace 's Equipage want no- 
thing. I will ſhew your Grace the way. [Exeunt, 


at ud. di. 
— 


» 
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ny Fri 


ACT Ul. SCENE I. Appoin 


Ke. enter Lurcher and hit Eguipage. 
| LURCHE R. 


O, now to our Buſineſs, quick Come, come, 
the Vizards. Where are the masking Suits ? Zi V 

Carb. Here, here in the Portmantle, my Boy of Met- ; 

tle. 

Lurch. Well, Gentlemen, I beg leave only to re- 
peat what I ſaid before, be honeſt and you ſhall all be 
ſafe, have every Penny that I owe, and a Preſent in. 
to the Bargain; but you'll hang yourſelves and me 
too if you purloin a Sixpence——1 have a particular 
Reaſon for this ſham Robbery, which will help me to 
execute my Deſign with Honour and Safety. 

Carb. Oh, I'll be very honeſt ; don't ſuſpect me, my 
little Bully. 

Lengb. Indeed Squire this Way of Robbing is quite 
out of our Way ———— XX 

Sneak, J do not like it, tis ſo like Robbing— Dear 
Squire, turn me out of the Houſe—- We ſhall certainly 
be taken and hang'd. 

Lurch. Carbuncle, bind all faſt: Terrify much and 
hurt little, that's your Way. 

Carb, Well! Well! we'll do our beſt, 

Lurch. Now, Ceremonious Uncle, with your good 
Worſhip's Leave, I hope to borrow from your aukward 

Generoſity 


4 


Generoſity | a little ready Money however Tis 
trange that this old Man wou'd upon no Account lend 
o ſupply the Neceſſities of his Nephew——nay of a 
ephew he feems to love too — he will readily p 
down to the Glare of his Grace——But to Buſineſs, 
ny Friends, to Buſineſs, you all know your ſeveral 
A ppointments away. 


J 


ome, 
Euter Vultur with a Piſfol, tbruſting in Shacklefigure in 
Met- - his Shirt and Breeches. 
re- . oon Money, your Money, Dog- bolt. 
Il be Tim.. Really! never part with Money with- 
t m-. out a Receipt. 
me Vult. Vou Raſcal, a Receipt ? when did you ever hear 
cular of a Receipt given by a Gentleman of our Profeſſion ? 
ne to Tim, Dear Sir, only let it be then by way of Memo- 
randum, that it may appear in my Accounts, and that 
„ my his Worſtup may be ſatisfy d what you ſhall receive of 
; me in à violent manner. 
quite Vult. Villain, mention one Word more of 9 
mrandums and Accounts and I'll ſhoot you thro' the 
Dear BY Head for underſtanding Arithmetic. Oons Sir, the 
ainly BN nine Figures are all authorized Thieves. 
Tim. No, Sir, with all Submiſſion they are not Thieves 
and BY but the Guardians of Eſtates, 
Bate .Dogbolt! Muſt T drive 4 Pellet chro your 
U,to confound your Figures? 
_ ; Ah;S1 740 not, infiſt upo on it — ah ſpare my 
abs Like aud TI confeſs all the Money and the Plate. 2 


SCENE Cbanges. 


our Requeſt you will be very roughly treated. 


; magog I'll llice you, haſh you, carbonade you, pickk 


ing Liquor. 


tho' it runs ſtrangely 1 in my Head that 1 ſhall dream 
Thieves. ¶ Exit Doub. /ed by Sneak and Long, 
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Vuli. In, in there, D Diſmal, and I'll give you Bond 
for the Monex. [ Excun, 


Enter Carbuncle * Doublejugg after him very duni l 0. 
and Sneak and Longbottom at a Diſlance. Equi 

Doub. Are you not aſham'd to bind an honeſt Mu Sir 
Hand and Foot, who can neither ſtand nor go ? men; 
Carb. Rot you, do you prate ? Lurct 

| Doub. Yes, Sir, I am given to talk in my Cups. {Money 
Carb. Where's your Plate; you drunken Sot, you * 7 
Plate ? Beaſt w 
Dexb. My Plate Sir, whe [ Hicups.} why it is, it is, NMre but 
Carb, Where is it? ſhift ſha 
Doub. Why it is——to tell you the Truth it Mime wh 
lock'd up. Lurch 


Carb. Demme the Keys, or I'll ſlice October. | 

Sneak. I beg you, Sir, to make no Reſiſtance, I ir 
treat you. 

Long. Upon my Soul, Sir, if you don't comply wit 


Doub, I thank you very kindly, but 1 don't care for 
drinking a Drop more. 
Carb. Give me the Keys of the Cellar, or by Gy 


ou ſuffe; 
ong ue — 
Dunce of 


you, pepper you, ſalt you, broil you, and eat you. Carb. 
Doub. Keep your Temper, Friend; there they zum us, 
I ſuppoſe you have a Mind to draw your own Liqua f 9 J 
<3, — me recommend the Third Hogſhead on et, I do 


onour's 
tall Civi 
louſe, an 
lou'd be 

Lurch. 
ne that v 
e have ſe 
dund to t 


Right—— Ay that was the Hogſhead that Jobn aul 
I ſtuck to, to Night; tis fine, ſmooth, mellow, ſtin 


Carb. Here, lace che Sot's Arms and turn him int 
the Buttery again. | [Exit Can 
Dowb. Do your Pleaſures with me honeſt Gentlemen 


Eur 


* 
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Exun Bu- Larcher and Catbuncle «0ith Sir John bound in 
WR" old faſhion'd Night-gown and Cap, and the reft of the 
„ ZEquipage of Lurcher. 


ft Mu Sir Jobs. Gentlemen——for Heaven's ſake Gentle; 
men; tis very well, I am bound hard enough. 

| Lurch. Death Sir, — your Money We come for 
Money. 

Sir Jahn. Is chat all you come for ? Why what 2 
Beaſt was 1 — to unfurniſh myſelf, to put out my Mo- 
ey but Yeſterday? Alas poor Gentlemen What 
ſhift ſhall I make for you? pray call again ſome other 
ime when I may be better provided. 

Lurch. Oons Sir, don't trifle- Vour Money 

Carb. Brimſtone and Fire — What do you bam us? 
Sir Jahn. No Sir, pardon me, 1 don't bam you, if 
ou had come as they ſay in a civil way—Py upon't, a 
entleman wou'd ſcorn to rob a Houſe in ſuch a 
lanner, 

Lurch. Clap a Gag in his Mouth there; What, do 
ou ſuffer the old Dog to chatter for——pluck out his 


y Go 20gue—or knock his Teeth down his Throat with am 
- pickb{Punce of Lead. 

u. Carb. Furies and Firebrands what do you 
hey in am us, you old Prig ? 


Sir John. I don't, dear Sir, ah dear ſweet Sir—I do 
ot, I do not bam you Only——and if it were your 
onour's good Pleaſures I wou'd intreat you for ſome 
all Civility I have a Man of Quality in my 
louſe, and I wou'd not for the World that his Grace 
ou'd be diſturb'd. 

Lurch. Thunder and Lightning Sir — do you ima- 
ne that we have any reſpe& for a Lord no, no, 
© have ſecur'd his Grace, he and all his Equipage are 
dund to their good Behaviour, I can tell you that. 

C 


Cir 


got in your Litter; there's your Excuſe =—— but { 
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Sir John. Who! my Lord! What have you bound 
his Grace——irreparably loſt, ruin'd, undone——1T'l! 
have you all hang 'd—Pll never forgive you. What? 
bound his Grace Ill manner d Brutes, to miſuſe Odſo, 
and diſturb a Man of Quality; in my Houſe too. 
Lurch. Carry him in, bind him to the Couch in his 
Bedchamber, and if he is noiſy gag him. | 
[Exit Sir John guarded by Carb, 
So, this is Virtue indeed ; Virtue deſerving a Reward, 
to have Power to do wrong and not uſe it ; 'tis being 
chaſte under Temptation, and that gives Merit even to 
Saints Well, Gentlemen, preſerve your Honoun 
as you have begun, and you'll all deſerve Statues— 
Now to our Buſineſs, let one of us bind all the reſt, do 
you mind me, about it then for harkee, tis ab. 
ſolutely neceſſary that this Nobleman and all his Fol. 
lowers ſhould be found bound in their Beds. 
Vult. Admirable, that will ſecure us from all Su- 
Picion ; but if we bind one another, how will the lf 
Man be bound ? 7 
Lurch. Why you Yultur ſhall eſcape, you may be 
ſappos'd well enough like a drowſy Footman to be for 


ſoon as ever you have bound us, whip off your Mak 


and your Mantle, and unbind the Knight LW Sir 7 
me ſee, tis now break of Day, to Buſineſs, to Buſine'M all, to f 
Lads. ZEæeun i Lurch, 
Sir John in his Bedchamber bound to a Couch. Sir Fa 
Sir Fohn. What Help Help . 
Thieves, Murder; will no Body come near me? Well BL 
Well! If there's any Virtue in Hemp 1'1 have the reg. 
Rogues hang'd ; at ſuch a time as this to diſturb th your Hou 


Tranquillity of his Grace's Slumbers as I may ſo ll 555 Fol 
ay, ay, I am bound faſt enough; the Cone... of 
tion of this Obligation——— Loch. 


| Ent gave him 
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Enter Vultur. 


iſuſe I Odſo, Pumps how comeſt thou to eſcape, Pumps ? 
I am heartily glad to-ſee thee, in Troth. 

Valt. They left me ſnoring in the Garret, and either 
they did not ſee or regard me Pray let me aſſiſt 
your Worſhip, | we 

Sir Jabn. Wou'd I had lain in the Garret too 
But nothing afflicts me ſo much, honeſt Geometrical, 
as the Aﬀront in binding his Grace. Ah that cuts 
my Heart. [Vultur 2 ¹g Sir John.] So, ſo, very 
well, very well how ſhall I approach my Lord? I 
am not able to look him in the Face. 


Lurcher with his Hands _—_— enters as from his Cham- 


he lat Lurch. Who's there? 

Sir John. Good Morrow to your Grace. | 
nay be Lurch. Good Morrow Sir John, I wou'd give you 
be ſot : my Hand but I can't command it. I ſuppoſe, Sir, 
- but i this is the Courteſy of the Country. | 
[Sir John unbind: bim. 
——— i Sir Jobn. Alas, alas, this grieves me more than 
Buſine"MW all, to ſee your Grace thus uncourteouſly uſed. 
Ex Lurch. Can you gueſs who they may be, Sir John? 

Sir John, I don't know, an it pleaſe your Grace 
but ſure they were the moſt ungentleman-like 
Thieves. | © 

Lurch. Theſe Fellows were ſome who know and uſe 
your Houſe, I warrant, | 
., Jabn. Very like, very like ! Well, well, this 
e Colcomes of keeping open Houſe. 

Lurch. 1 made myſelf known to one of them, and 
gave him my Honour I wou'd not diſcover him. Y 
C 2 ir 
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Sir Fohbr, You did, my Lord? 7 
[ | Lurch. Ves; and do you think the inſolent Slave took 
| wou'd truſt me upon my Word ? hundr, 


Sir John. He wou'd not? oy 
Lurch. No Faith, he aſk'd my Pardon; he told me vie 


Lord's Promiſes were mortal, and commonly dy'd in 10 bet 
the Birth, or ſoon after. | 75 Honoy 
Sir John. Inſupportable Villains! How terribly they you do 


belch'd out Oaths, my Lord? Did you obſerve the Mc... 

Whiſkers of the red-noſed Fellow? FEE What! 
Lurch, Ay very well, they were loaded with Gun. ö 

Powder inſtead of Snuff; I expected every Moment 

to ſee em take Fire at his red Noſe, and blow his Tim 

Head off his Shoulders. font and 
Sir John. Ha, ha, your Grace is pleaſant. 1 
Lurch. To be plain, I fear you fared the worſe for Sir 5 

me; they had certainly ſome Notice of my being here, Tim 
Sir John. Ah my good Lord Duke! I am ſure your ; 


ub in Arre: 

Grace fared the worſe; does not your Grace feel 8 97 7 
little odly about the Brawn of your Wriſt ? — C0 
- - Lurch. Yes, Sir, a ſort of a Namneſs—— the Liga- ſcurvy 4 


ment, Sir John, ſtopt the Circulation. Gm." 1 
| Sir John. Confound em; if I meet with the Raſcals, WW. . that 
ll it will be my turn, my Lord, to ſtop the Circulation. dix-· pene 

Vult. J am ſorry your Grace has loſt— [To Lurch. 5 J 


Ii | Sir Jobn. Huſh ——huſhb. LTe Vult. . EA 
| my Caſh 
Sir John. A good Night's Reſt, ſay. [To Volt. * D * 


Pult. Your Reſt, my Lord, this troubleſome Night. ip, the! 
Lurch. That's true, no Matter; my Clothes there; heir Dei 


| 
| 

|| Lurch. What have I loſt? Speak 
. 
| I'll into my Chamber and dreſs, and wait on you im- 5 Pol 
| 


l mediately, Sir 7ohn. [Exit Lurch. heme y 
| } Sir John ſtops Vultur 2 he is following him. my 

[41 Sir John, Harkee, Friend, what has my Lord Duke no not 
| 4 loft? ſpeak ſoftly. was in | 


10 Vult. No more than his Grace may eaſily ſpare. Be, is tke 
[1 5 
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Sir John, That is not the Thing —Pray tell me? 
Vult. Since your Worſhip will needs know; they 
Slave took about three. hundred Pieces of Gold, and one 
hundred Pounds in Silver or thereabouts out of his 
Grace's ſtrong Box. 
d _ Sir John. Codſo Codſo— What? How ! there 
d in is but one way—it muſt be done — Ay, ay, — My 
Honour is concern'd——1I charge you, I command 
they you don't let his Grace know it Pray bid my 
e the Steward Timothy come to me, tis fit I repair him 
What! in my Houſe ! 


ment Enter Timothy. 


w by Tim. So, pleaſe your Worſhip, Thomas Maunder hath 

ſent your Worſhip the two hundred Pounds for the re- 

Inewing of his Leaſe. 
Ne for BY $7 Jobn. Villains, Traitors 
; here. BY vin. And John Budge bath paid his Martlemas Rent 
e YOU in Arrear, and ſent your Worſhip the Turkeys. 
Sir Jobs. Coxcomb to trouble me with Buſineſs now 
— Come hither, Timothy, what have I loſt in this 
ſcurvy Affair here? 
Tim, Really upon the ſtricteſt Inquiſition I cannot 
find that your 3 has loſt the Value of one * 
ow vIx-pence in the whole Affair. 
Sir Fohn, What do ** ſay? Jam amaz'd. 
Tim. Tis Truth — upon a ſecond caſting I find all 
my Caſh is numerically the ſame it was laſt Night 
nd Doublcjug bath all his Plate I can aſſure your Wor- 
hip, there is not a Tea Spoon miſſing I believe 
heir Deſign was wholly upon his Grace. | 
Sir John. Paltroons ! Ragamuffins | as if their whale 
heme was purpoſely to affront him, and him only 
my Houſe too ——Codſo I am ſo perplex'd. I 
now not what to do —— Why it looks, Timothy, as if 
was in the Plot : Harkee, Timothy, what ready Mo- 
ley is there in the Houſe ? | 
C 3 Tim. 
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Tim. Three hundred Pounds in Si 

hundred Pounds in Gold. Or IE 
Sir John. I could wiſh you had three hundred Pounds 

in Gold— Well, well, but we muſt make ſhift : Do 

you hear, take the two hundred Pieces of Gold and 

two hundred Pounds in Silver preſently, and watch 

carefully——carefully I ſay, for an Opportunity to ſlip 

it into his Grace's ſtrong Box privately, tho', Timothy, 

you muſt do it privately. 

Tim. What wou'd your Worſhip ſlip it into his 
Grace's ſtrong Box, did you ſay —— What muſt I flip? 

Sir Fohn. The Money, Oaf, the Money I ſay ; the 
ſame ſum to a Farthing, I charge you let no Creature 
ſee you. | 

Tim. Give me leave in the ſhorteſt Method imagina- 
ble to reaſon this Affair. 

Sir John. Codſo! Let me have you do it inſtantly 
What the Goodyear. od ge” 

Tim. I ſay only that your Worſhip has loſt ſome- 
thing that I did not apprehend before, and that is your 
Senſes. 

Sir John, Impudent Varlet! Do it, or I'll turn your 
mathematical Countenance out of my Doors this Mo- 
ment— [Exit Timothy, 
In Truth, in very Truth it muſt be done and it ſhall be 
done, tho' I ſell my whole Eſtate——'tis fit he ſhould 
be repaired — this is the moſt happy Opportunity. 
What in my Houſe. 


Enter Lurcher and Vultur. 


Lurch. J overheard him juſt now, he order'd his 
Steward to place that Sum in my ſtrong Box, in the 
Room of what he ſappos'd I had loſt. 

Yult. He did ſo, the ſame exactly —only more 
Silver than Gold. 

Lurch. He prevents my Wiſhes ; anticipates 8 

5 Zus 


Agne 


howev 
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figns—This old Gentleman has à generous Mind, and 
however he is diſpos'd to me, there's ſomething great 
and open in his Character This manner of Treat - 
ment makes me even difreliſh the Succeſs of my En- 
terpriſe Ha, hers he omen I tremble at the 
Sight of N now. : 

Vult. Collect yourſelf, Man, n— your Character, 
harden your Face in the Fire of your Impudence: let 
not a Muſcle ſtart, nor a Drop of Blood ſteal from 
your Heart to tell Tales in your Face. Lock as if your 
Power gave Authority to your Actions, and you were 
really what you appear only See, ſee, Sir Jobn 
moves towards you. 

Lurch. Sir John, your moſt Obedient; I am infinite- 
ly oblig*d to you for the Favours I have receiv'd—I 
am ſorry my Affairs oblige me to leave you ſo ſoon. 

Sir Jobn. You cover me with Bluſtes Vet your 
Grace will, you muſt do me the Honour to take a 
ſhort homely Meal before you travel. 


Larch, I muſt roll away. thirty Miles before Dinner, 
Sir. 


dir Joba, Ja ſnatch & Bit-as they — 
Robin! Tim. 

Lurch. I ſhall run away abruptly, if you preſs me. 

Sir John. If your Grace will have it ſo— Yet let 
me periſh, my Lord, if I know how to look your Grace 
in the Face about the Buſineſs of laſt Night—'tis pre- 
ſumptuous in me to aſk Forgiveneſs. 

Lurch. I forgive you from my Soul, Sir John ; upon 
my Honour I ds, I am cru how much you ſuffer 
every way. 

Sir FJobn. Then I remain to the extremeſt Moment 
of this frail Life your Grace's humble Debtor. 

Lurch. I fear, Sir John, I ſhall be oblig'd to treſpaſs 
upon your Faith for the Credit of ſome ready Money 
to carry me home; this Accident has quite unfur- 
niſh 'd me, it ſeems. [4 Servant whiſpers Vultur. 

C 4 Sir 
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Sir John. Your Grace may command me intirely, 


and I am proud 
Vault. to Lurch. My Lord, Jobe came in juſt now to 


tell me, that as they were about to pack up the firong 
Box they found all your Grace's Money within it. 

Lurch. How! I am ſurpris'd indeed ! The, Money 
within it! x 

Vult. Only the Species chang'd, and one hundred 
Pounds in Silver more inſtead of Gold. 

Lurch. How! I can, hardly believe it ! what, are 
we in Fairy land here, Sir John? 

[ Vultur auer, Lurcher, 

Sir John. I am afraid 7 imothy did not take due Care, 

Lurch. I ſuſpected it truly Sir John, this is un- 
 kind——my Servant tells. me your Steward was ob. 
ſerved to place the Money there, and when he wa 
examin'd, ſaid he did it by your Order Fou ſet 
I wou'd make uſe of my Credit with you: I ſhou'd 
not have been put to any Inconvenience by my Lodg. 
ing here——generous Sir Jobn—Well, ſince it is ſo, 
give me leave however to give you Security for the 
Money, and three Months hence, when I return from 
the North, I'll call and repay you, 

Sir John, By no Means, you confound me, you kill 
me with Confuſion; what, is not your Grace's Honouw 


ſufficient ? 
Lurch. But we are all mortal, you know. 


Sir John. Dear your Grace excuſe me— Dear you! 
Grace ſpare me. 
| Lurch. Well, Sir, I am your bumble Debtor ; i 


ever you come to Court again. 


Sir John. Ah, my Lord. 
Lurch. Is the Coach ready? 


Pult. Tis at the Gate, my Lord. 
Lurch. Sir John, yours Pray take . particular 


Care next time a Man of Quality lies in 04 Houle 
that no Thieves diſturb him, F 
if 


11 0 
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rely, W 5;, Jobe. Ah, my good Lord! 
Lurch. Not a Step further. 
Sir Fohn. Pray give me the Honour to attend your 
race to your Coach, 
Lurch. No, no, by no Means. 
Sir John. "Tis my Duty Good your Grace. 
drei Lurch. You will be obey d Remember only 

rhen I ſee you at Bamington —— I ſhall command 
t, are in my Turn. | 

Sir John. Your Grace overwhelms me with your 

cher, N Goodneſs. | | 
Care, | Z [Excunt. 
s un- 
ob- 
Wa. 
du ſee 
hou'd 
odg- 
is ſo, 
r the 
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Modely and Heartwell. ox viole 


W 


ACTH. SCENE I. 


Made. AS ever any thing ſo agreeable ? 


Heart. 
Heart. What Palace could have enter 


nake my 


tain'd us like this Cottage ? Mode. | 
Mode. The blunt old Man gave us a Meal, plan... Beaut 
and undiſguis d. Heart. 
Heart. Artleſs and honeſt like himſelf; did you ob z. 
ſerve the Sweetneſs and Purity of this little DwellugW:. pictur 


— — The Linen ſmelt of Lavender and Roſes. | 
Heart. The Honeyſuckles hid the Light of oy 
ſmall Caſement, 
Mode. And mix'd their Odours with the ſhan 
Morning Air, and waked me early. Flora. | 
Heart. Why, did you ſleep ? 
Mode. Like a whipt Top, did not you? | 
Heart. Ah no; my Heart was dancing the gallopWhimfical 
ing Nag; my Spirits were in Arms, and all the Me- ne in pla 
bility of my Blood roar'd out inceſſantly, Flora, Flor Heart. 
Mode. What, then you are really in Love, that uBWeauty ? 
4 la Romanſti. 
Heart. As much in Love, Modely, as any of thok 
old- faſhion'd Heroes were ever feigned to be, who: 
Names ſtand in blank Verſe upon Record, and figh by Flora. 
their Repreſentatives from Generation to Generation vas im Pa 
Mode. How do you know ? Heart. 


Hart. Oh by a thouſand Symptoms; my Heapf Innoce 


hat way ? 
Heart. 
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beats quick at her Name, I have her conſtantly be- 
ore my Eyes, Fortune, Fame, Friendſhip, Honour, 
Women, are in leſs Value withſme, when compar'd with 
her ; all the Faculties of my Soul and Body are her 

Slaves; I could live in a Caveeverlaſtingly with her 
alone, I cou'd Fight for her, I cou'd Die for her, I 
ou'd Marry her. 
Mode. What, you have a mind to put your Paſſion 
ox violent Death; Marry her! Do fo, do ſo, tis a 
ertain Cure, 

Heart. Be not fo ſevere; her Beauty, George, will 
nake my Joys Immortal. 

Mode. I can't believe either in the Immortality of 
er Beauty, or your Paſſion. 

Heart. Look on her then, and be converted. 

Mode. Convert thyſelf, Lad, and don't look ſo like 
e Picture of Heigh ho in the Frontifpiece of Cupid's 
Kalendar. Adieu. [Exit Modely. 


Enter Flora, 


J 


Fhra. My Father, Sir, wou'd ſpeak with yo 
ay no more, Love, I intreat, I petition——I know 
dy your Looks what you mean. Come, leave this 
zallop N vhimſical dumb Cant of Sighing and Ogling, and tell 
e Mone in plain Eng/i what you'd have? ' 

Flora Heart. Cou'd not you help one to à little ready 
hat ]Weauty ? 1 
Flira. What wou'd you give for a ſmall Purchaſe 


" thoſeWhat way? 

whose Heart. Heart for Heart, my Dear. 

gh bil Fra. That was the old way they ſay, before Money, 
ration.W2s it Faſhion they uſed to barter in kind. | 


Heart. Let us renew that honeſt Cuſtom in the Age 


He: f Innocence and Love. 484 | 


Flora. 
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Fla. Have you a clear Title to the thing you won d ef read 
ſell ? that Heart of yours I warrant has been mot. a little 
gaged over and over. 

Heart. Humph! It has been a little dpe; but I 
have always honourably redeem'd. it, Child. 

Flora. Have you a lawful Aſſignment from your lat 
Miſtreſs ? 

Heart. I was as free as Air till I beheld thoſe Eyes 
. » [ Boxwing very lou. 

Flera. Ah that humble killing Bow! Go on, — 
Now I know you are to talk of Chains and Dagger, 
and Flames, and Dying, and Darts. f 

Heart. Is it poſſible to hide a Paſſion, which tho 
my Tongue is filent, breaks out .in every Look. and 
Motion : * - = 4 

Flera. Wonderful pretty this — But, Sir, I knon 
the Natural Whirl of the Mind of Man; 'tis as in, perhaps 
conſtant as a Turn-ſtile, his Heart's a Tennis-Ball, hy after me 
Inclination's the — and his Paſſions drive it round I fitence. 


the World. Heart. 
Heart, Dare only to try me; 5 * if oy like me not my Dear, 
diſcharge me. you; I w 


Flora. She deſerves to be robb'd dis takes a Ser provide f 


vant that brings a Certificate of his being a Thief. Hara. 
Heart. Tis not ingraven here, I hope. tlement, 


Flora. Yes, truly, there is a fort of à faithleſs low. Heart. 
ing London lying Air that hangs upon your Features, Security, 
and frightens me terribly. Inheritane 

. | Heart, Then propoſe your own Security, bind me a) 65 agg 

a. 


you pleaſe. 
Flora. Agreed }.Suppoſe then I liked you well Mou; all 


enough to make a Husband of you wou'd you mar- ow hamb! 
ry me ?—— Lookee there, confounded—aſtoniſh'd ind, tha 
once mentioning the Word only. bas put — intofÞ®our ; tak 
a cold Sweat, I profeſs. our more 

Heart. People who marry for Love, my wo are auch to yi, 


like thoſe who give Bonds wich Intereſt for large E ion; as yo 
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onde ready Money, and ſquander the Principal 80 in 
mort - ¶ a little time are both Beggars and Priſoners. 
Flora. I had rather be a Beggar , afterwards, than a 
Bubble beforehand ; but go on to your purpoſe; Sir. 
Heart. I Wou'd have you leave this ſour old Man, 
and this ruſtic; Cott, and take your Flight with me 


Wings, Joys ſhall meet Joys in Circles, and new Plea- 
ſures chace the ſwift Hours away Thou ſhalt be 
dearerto me than any Wife can be—eyery Moment 
of our Lives Mall be beyond the Wedding Nights of 
the dull \Volgar.. 9 111 

Flrg. 80 — tis out at la What then, Iam tobe 
your Miſtreſs only; your pretty bella Favqurita, your. 
little private Hunting Seat; have every Inconvenj- 
knonence of a Wiſe, with the Scandal of a Wench, and 
u in; perhaps be forced to cluck a Brood of illegal Chickens 
U, ter me, and peck about the . Pariſh for * babe, 
| ſitence. 

Hearr. What horrible Ideas: doſt thes. form! No; 
my Dear, it ſhall not be within my, Power to wrong 
you; I will ſettle 200 J. a Year _ you for Life, and 
provide for all our Children. 
af Flara. With a ſham Lawyer and a counterfeit Set- 
tlement, 

Heart. Chooſe your own Lawyer, "take your o_ 
Security, make your own. Truſtees ; you ſhall have an 
Inheritance in my Heart and my Land as firm as if 
you were born to it, 

Hora. To be ſerious then, fince HS are fo; 1. tel 
ou; all the Inheritance I boaſt or wiſh far, is thig 
ow hamble Cottage, and a Mind, I bope a virtuous. 
ind, that cannot even in this Situation bear Diſho- 
our; take back your worthleſs trifle of a Heat, and 
our more worthleſs Promiſes, and know I ſcorn as 
F ach to yield to the mean Bargain of your hireling Paſ- 
az as you do to ſabmit to honourable Love. [ Going. 
Heart. 


and Love——Love ſhall conduct us with his purple 


— — — —— . ˖r» —— 


—— — — — — 
— — — 
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| Hear, Stay, you mall ſtay— Let me but think IIe allt 
; F ao 19 1 ights th 
a Moment? N "4 
ira. Think then, ungrateful Man, what tis you Ha 
do? My Father, whoſe prop I am, the ſtay of his old <4 
Age; taught me with pious Care to tread the Pathy avert 
of Virtue; how won'd it tear the Strings of his cd xy, 
Heart to ſee me faln at once to Shame and Infamy ? br: Can 
You call yourſelf a Gentleman, and ſay, the Laws cf ountry | 
Faith and Honour when they're broke aſk Life for Re- Wofterity ? 
eompence, the He is Death: Yet you wou d falfify your 1145+ 
Truſt to him; defraud him of his Treaſure in his Child, Miands fb 
inhoſpitably Murder your good Hoſt; the Man whoſe ny wiſh 
Houſe you enter d with a Truſt, that wou'd to com- Pa. 
mon Thieves under theſe Limitations be Sacred and Mccontrica 
Inviolable. ras. eavy Rc 
Heart. Oh thou haſt touch'd my Soul! Ie thy Nr at! 
Words, a cotifeions Pang tabs thro' my Heart, and IId his Inn 
covers ine with Shame; yet Flora, yet I hope you wil N. 
forgive me when you think how ſtrongly we are bias'd > Hos | 
to-what is Wrong, Cuſtom, Family, Fortune, I know Nocte Ima 
not what terfible Words make me fear to ſuffer in eny me? 


Opinion only; _ | or ever. 


Flora. I know the Diſparity of our Fortunes, I knon Fra. © 
you fear your Family and Name ſhould ſuffer ; believe Ind ir my 
me, Sir, they ſuffer more when you but tempt an ho- r 1 
neſt Mind from Virtae. 

Heart. Oh Flora, Flora, thou haſt conquer'd; I own 
my Crime, and humbly beg you will forgive it: Thy Will with X 
Words, bright Excellence, charm like thy Beauty, thy 

Soul's refin'l without Society or Courts, Nature has 


form'd the Fair as her own humble Lilies; no Family 
can mend, no Education teach, no Habit improve yout = I find t 
Manners. | ; | 
Nora. Oh Man for Flattery and Dectit renown d. 
Hart. In you I ſee the moſt perfect Virtue cloth'l en 
in all the Charms of the moſt elegant Form: In _ dura, Sir, 
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ee all that we know of Heaven: Of thoſe celeftial 
ights that move for ever; Virtue and Beauty; join'd; 
zus let me Kneel; thus lowly at your Feet, and aſk 
aur Hand, your Hand and Heart in Marriage; let 


he Prieſt now join us. Will you, dare you truſt your 
onvert? 


old Flora. Away with this —— Think ſeriouſl — ja h 
my ? Wir ; Can you for ever love me for your Life—A 

vs of Country Girl without a Portion, without one Fa for for 
r Re- WP ofterity? Take time and think on't. 

your Heart. I wou'd marry thee, tho' I wrought with 

bud, and for thy daily Support My whole Sol, 

whole Why Wiſhes are centred in thee, | 


Flora. Ay, but when we are married they'll move 
centrically again; Marriage is a tedious Journey in a 
eavry Road; many an honeſt Fellow who ſet out 
rikly at firſt, has been heartily tired before he reach- 
d his Inn at Night. 

Heart. 1 mult not, cannot, will not live withott thee ; 
o Hero in Romance, no Shepherd in Paſtoral, no 
know oet's Imagination was ever more in Lore Can you 
ſer in Weny me? Give me your Hand? Let me be yours 

or ever. 
knov I Flora. Come, Sir, I ſee you're a Man of Courage, 
elieve And if my Uncle conſents - 
in ho-: Heart, I'll go in and aſk it without ceafing - Bat 
all I then be ſure of yours? N 
Ion Flora, I don't know But I think you do what you 
TF with me. n 


y, thy Euer Modely. 


h 
ami Made. I can't imagine where Heartwell is gone, nor 
an I find the Girls, I have hunted n ne 


1 is, have I eaught you ? 


oth' Rl Enter Aura. 


[ * a „ fir, the Tea is mp. ; v 
2 by Made 


a 


- -— m_——_ —_— 


— — 
2 — 


— 
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Made. * 


"Mode. Tea! Why you live within a Politely Se 1 
as the People of our World, as elegantly. This Mode, 1 
Cottage is like a Diamond in the Quarry, all Rougl I nptatie 
without, within all Light and Iago your "ry 
Father drink Tea too? © o 

Aura. No, Sir, his conſtant Breakfaſt i is a Pipe and 
a Pot of Ofeber : He hates your Soop Meagre of Ele. 
ment and Herbs; he rails at the Women for ſending 4 
to Cother World for their Cups and their Breakfaſt, SCE 
and ſays more Reputations have been broke over ou 
Tea-Tables than China Diſhes—————1n ſhort, tha 
our Sex is all China Ware, fair and frail, and neyet 
Haw, d till uſed. 1 
Nad. This Severity i in old Age is not diſagreeabl, 
it =. {hh him, and is like his own O#ober, ſharp aul 
ſo 

Aura. Sir, he expects us all this while. [Ga 
| „Hold, hold! Why do you think PII be ſerv' 
in this Manner? 
Aura. What Manner ? 
' Mode, How well you kept your Appointment la 
5 Gipſy ? 

Aura. What Appointment ?. + 

Mode. To meet me in the Arbor at the lower end o 


the Orchard alone. 
Aura. Pleaſant! I meet a Man at Night i in an Arbe 


alone, oh hideous! What ſhou'd I do chere? 
Made. Do: Why I was to have made Love to t 
In ſoft Nonſenſe, you were to have been very any 
and very kind, and ſo I was to have raviſh'd you wi 
your own Conſent ; that's all; ah, a Bluſh upon & hal 
Confent looks ſo ſweetly by Moonlight. : 

Aura. How came this wicked Imagination i 
your Head ? 

Mode. In a Dream; Deines "Spicy i Was aot 
Ars. Go, you're a Devil. 8 


— 10 
* Favour 

l be 
| » hath is 


Ji | 
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4 Made. You're an Angel. 

olitely Aura. Begone — I fly thee, Satan. Exit ruming. - 
This Mode. I'll follow thee to the World's End, thou 


Rougl emptation for a Saint. I xit. 


2 S EN E the Green before the Cottage. 


er Heartwell, Flora and ſoveral Countrymen and Mo- 
nen dreſſed as from a Wedding, 4 blind old Fiddler bo- 
nere fore em, one of the Country Fells farin cs Kr 
lowing Catch, 
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For Love and a Face, 

[Goin, Without Money, is flill in a pitiful Caſe: ; 

> ſerv' Or he that for Money alone 


| Puts a Wediing Ring 
On an ugly Rich Thing, 
Does but Tie himſelf ſcurvily daun; 
But he that has Money and Lowe in good flore, 
Has all the World in 4 String. 


| County Come, Neighbours, we'll dikes 4 at the 
quire's Wedding as they fay'n till the Sun riſe _ 


and ſtare us out o' Countenance, © 
— Ah how ſhe do look Dich, there will be 


to 0 Work anon efackins. | 
72" 1 Count. Come lead up (lig Thou art fo full of 
"a hi ate and Waggery as they ſay'n. n 


Heart. My good Neighbours, I thank you all for 
ele Favours: I hope you will dine with me to Mor- 
I beg you will excuſe me now; in the mean 
| hers is verge to drink this Lady's Health. 
ex. Countrymen, Ke 

Heartwell. 
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| Ambaſſad« 
* 1 : d 
Heartwell, and Flora, — 
5 Houſe. 
Heart. [To Flora.) My Wife — my Dear, I am no Haa-r. 


richer than the Sea; I have a Treaſure in thee mor 
valuable than what the Earth contains : Oh my Loy 
my Heart at thy Sight feels an extatie Gaiety, a fe 
that enlarges and opens my Mind, and throws a Prof $hack. 

ſpect before me of laſting Happineſs. Anſwer a 
| Flora. To keep alive this Paſſion will be now all with Fra. | 
Ambition, the very extent of my beſt Hopes—l1 blu I cou'a p 
to ſay, my only Fears were leſt I ſhou'd have loſt you Requeſt. 

but my Uncle will impatiently expect us, he will hard Heart. 

ly believe we are marry'd.till he ſees a Voucher, ul Enemy to 
Certificate or the Parſon. - 


now pleat 
Service to 
are to be | 


thee for 1 

| 8 Flora. 

Enter Shacklefigure. obliging, 

wou'd lo 

Heart. How now ! what ſolemn Piece of Formalin i me my F 

What Man of Wires is this that moves towards us? of fore and 

ſtirs by Clock-work, like St. Dunf/an's Giants; ind prev: 

Prepares to open his Mouth, as if he cou'd not ſptii in an Ho 

without an Order of Court. Heart. 

Shack. Save you, Right Worſhipful Sir. Ill wait 
Heart, And you eke alſo, and ſend you Salt enouy 

with your Tears to ſcour away your Sins, 

Shack, Sir John Engliſh, my moſt bountiful Lo 

and Maſter, hearing by the Mouth of common Fame Heart. 

Heart. Common Fame is a common Liar, Friet — ＋. 

e Gir 


you have your News from the worſt Hands. 
- Shack. Sir, you break the Thread of my Diſcourſe 
Heart. We'll join it again and go on. 
- Shack. Sir John Engliſh, my moſt bountiful 
and Maſter, hearing by the Mouth of common Fan 
that you were join'd in holy Wedlock to the Neice' 
his good Tenant Solomon Freehold, ſends his Wilt 
rat! Ambaſlad0 


your whe 
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Ambaſſadors by me the bumble of his Vaſſals, that 
you and your fair Bride will be pleas'd to do him the 
Honour to ſup and conſummate your Marriage at his 
Houſe, 

Heart. Verily thou haſt well unfolded thy Meſſage, 
more now pleat it up carefully again, Friend, and give my 
Service to thy Maſter Sir John, and ſay that my Wiſhes 
are to be private for a Night or two. 

Shack. Sir, I ſhall report. or carry back your 
Anſwer accordingly. 

lll ih Flora. Stay Friend, ſtay a Moment. [To Heart.] If 
Y = I cou'd prevail upon you, you ſhou'd grant Sir John's 
JU Requeſt. | 
Heart. Twill interrupt our Happineſs. Noiſe is an 
iT, Enemy to Tranſport. I am ſo covetous, I wou'd have, 
thee for ever alone. 

Flora. But Sir John has always been to me the moſt 
obliging, kindeſt, beſt- natur d Man; at chis time it 
wou'd look like Ingratitude to refuſe him Give 

lit me my Requeſt, tis the firſt I ever made, I'll go be- 
us ? ſore and prepare the old Gentleman to receive you 
ts; 1 and prevent all ceremonious Trouble; you'll be there 
ſptil in an Hour. 

Heart. I can deny thee nothing ; tell your Maſter 
Pl wait on him. [ Exeant Shack. and Flora. 


Enter Modely. 


Heart. Hah George, I was looking for you. What 
ſhall I do; you ſhall adviſe me; ſhall I marry my dear 
little Girl or no ? 
ourſe i Mode, To marry for Love, my Friend, is confining 

your whole Body for the Error of your Eyes only. 


11 Heart, Ay, but where one loves one wou'd keep a 
Fan Woman to one's ſelf, 

leicel bs Bc " 

Wille 


ado HEE +; Mote; 


Mode. Ha, ha, keep a Woman to one's ſelf: He that 

purchaſes an Eſtate where all the World take a Right of 
Common may build Churches for Atheiſts, and Almſ. 
houſes for Miſers. 

Heart. But alittle legal Incloſure is for the Comfort 
of our Lives, when the Land has been carefully and 
virtuouſly cultivated. 

Mode. Why, yo don' t really intend to marry thiz 
Girl? - 

Heart. Really I dee T ſhall. 

Mode. Indeed? Ah, pretty Doe, Doe, fling two thou. 
ſand Pound a Year away upon a Cottage, Marian 
Take the Refuſe of a Bumpkin to your Mawiage- Bed, 
and after that be the Cuckold of a Plowman. 
Heart. How! What! 

Mods. Ay, ten to one but ſome finewy Threſher, who 
has warm'd her briſk Blood at a Mop or a Wake, ſteps 
into your Place, and delivers down a Poſterity of young 
Flail- drivers, known by the Name of Heartwell—— 
Hiart. Fy Modely, no more of this; you know her 

Virtue is unſully d as her Beauty; beſides, her Educa- 
tion has been above theſe Clods. 

Mode. Her Edncation has been among 'em — But 
why ſhou'd you marry her? Show her ſome Gold, Man; 
promiſe her Mountains, bargain for ber, purchaſe her, 
run away with her, keep her two or three Years, breed 
out of her: Why ſhou'd you buy the whole Piece, wher 
you may have a Suit for a Sample— Wear her a little, 
and then 

Heart. Sir, I bore your baſe Reflexions with Tem- 
per, while I believ'd your Meaning was friendly, but 
now I find you indulge your Ill-nature, at the Expence 
of a virtuous Woman. 

Made. Oh, oh you are grave — that is, you ie 
growing mad indeed, and begin to rattle your mat 
monial Chain, | 

Heart. 


Moe. 
ſold you 
gay, pra 
iter will 
gloomy 


a very | 
the ſam 


on your 
Heart 

what Vi 

Come, 


much a 
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Heart : Lam talking of Religion to A Heretic, of Mo 2 
rals to a Libertine. 1 — 


Mods. Well, well, then it ſhall have its Toy Did it 


cry for a Wife; it ſhall be ty d to it, if nothing elſe will 
do; like an Idiot with an Horn- Book at his Girdle 
it ſhall have a Ginger- bread Wife too, but without any 
Gilding. | | | 

Heart. Prithee, George, don't make me angry with 
thee in earneſt. | 4 
Mode, What is the Matter with the Man, art thou 
mad? Thou art as uneaſy, as if you were already mar- 
ry'd, and had found the Corn inthe Field, when you did 
not know the Grain was ſow'd. . 

Heart. Why then to confeſs the honeſt Truth, I am 
marry d. Eau 
Made. Marry'd ! When ? 

Heart, Juſt now. 

Mode. To whom ? 

Heart. To Flora. 

Mode. Very good! and fo you come to know, it 
ſeems, whether you ſhall give Bond for the Debt, when 
there's an Execution upon the Goods. 

Heart. Well, George, but now you know my Caſe ; 
tell me, as a Friend, only your Opinion of what I have 
done. 1 | 

Mode. Done; pox you have done a very filly thing; 
ſold yourſelf for a waxen Baby, a painted Moppet, a 
gay, prating, party-colour'd Paraquito, which little Ma- 
ſter will play with till he is fick of it, and then in a 
gloomy Mood be ready to twiſt its Neck off: Ha, ha! 
a very pretty Fellow, to make a Vow to be always in 
the ſame Mind.—Oons, you look as if you walk'd up- 
on your Head with your Brains in your Breeches. 

Heart. Thou art ſo looſe, thy Imagination wonders 
what Virtue is There is no talking with thee —— 
Come, go with me to Sir John's to Supper, and be as 
much a Wag there as you pleaſe, —_ 


. 
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| Mage. No, I have other Game in View —— ſarewel 
Yonder ſhe ſtarts; ay, there's a Madamoiſelle, 
—— cheaper; ſhe is not wicked enough yet to.ak 
ſuch an unconſcionable Price as Matrimony, [Exeunt, 


Modely Re-enters with Aura. 


Aura, Oh Lud — You have brought all the Blood in 
my Body into my Face. 

Mode. Colour is the Life of Beauty; can you be angry 
with me for making you more handſom —— I ſwear | 
will be ever faithful - Come you little dear Rogue, you 
ſhall truſt me. 

Aura, Never, never ; oh Lud don't aſk me, my Heart 
beats as if it wou'd break a Way thro' my Breaſt. 

Mode. What, won't you truſt me with a Kiſs ? 

Aura. That's a Trifle. [ Ki/#ng ber.] You're Impudent, 

Mode. You're Idle. 

Aura. I ſwear I'll cry out. 

Mode. You'll expoſe yourſelf. 

Aura. Lud, Sir, what do you mean? | 

Mode. To wreſtle for a Fall only — There's a Couch 
inthe next Room will tell no Tales; this way, my Dear, 

{S:rugg/ing] Nay, now you are a little Fool. 
* [Aura getting one Hand looſe firikes him. ] I'll tear your 
Eyes out, 

Mode. I ſhall find the Way Blindfold — thou dear, 
dear, ill-natur'd Devil She is confounded ftrong. 

[ Pulling her. 
Aura, Help, help, for Heaven ſake, Murder, Murder. 


Eater Freehold, and two Threfbers, echo run up to 
Modely, diſarm and ſeize him. 


Free. Ah, ware Haunches, - ware Haunches ! there; 
ſo, ſo, the Hunt is ſafe [ Exit Aura.] What vicious Cur is 
this poaching by himſelf; What, my good Friend Mr. 

9. 


yourſell 


Free. 
hear no 
the Coy 
not catc 
cent Re 
only Cr 
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Modely. Why thou art a very impudent Fellow. 


11 


ewel We canſt thou fay.for thyſelf now ?-— Ha. | 
l 4 Mode. Say? Why I ſay your Kinſuoman here was 
ww very uncivil, and all that. 


Free. You wou'd have been too civil, and all that; 
come bring him along, he ſhall have a fair Race for it; 
Our Moat, Sir, is ſomewhat wide, but not very clear 
now if you can out · run, and out-ſwim Tower, I believe 
you'll not make a Hunting Seat of my Houſe again in 
haſte. 


Yourſelf. 

Free. Sentence is paſs d, don't trouble the Court; I'll 
hear nothing; you're an idle Fellow, that ſtrole about 
the Country pilfering of Maidenheads. What, did I 
not catch you in the Fact? Hah ! but that I have a de- 
dent, MW cent Regard for Poſterity, I wou'd have cut away the 

only Credentials yon have of Humanity, and made a 
walking Sign of you. 
Mode. Sir, I am a Gentleman, and expect to be ſo 
uſed. 
ouch Free, How? 
Dear, Mode. Take off your Bull Dogs; let me ſpeak one 
Word with you alone, and III tell you. 
you! Free. Come on, Sir, I'll truſt you; I'll give you more 
Credit than you deſerve: Do you hear, ſtay without, that 
dear, W you may be ready when I call, [ Exeunt Country Fellows. 
ng. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay now, why Sentence 
r her. ſhou' d not paſs ? 
inder. Mode. Say! why I ſay, Sir, that what I did was ac- 
cording to the common Law ; that the common Law is 
fo Cuſtom; and that it has been the Cuſtom Time out of 
mind, for us young Fellows, whoſe Blood flows briſkly, 
to uſe no Ceremony with a wholſom Cherry Cheek, 
here whether on Haycock, Meadow, Barn or Bed. 
Free. Extremely well! and ſo you wou'd have 


knock'd her down and raviſh'd her. 
ade). Mode. 


Mode. Conſider Sir, Sir, you were once a Gentleman 
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Noc. A little agreeable Force is abſolutely neceſſary, 
it ſaves the Woman' 5 Honour, and gives 118 an Edge 
to the Appetite, —— © | | 
Free. Ay! And ſo having finiſh this etal Af. 
fair, that is, having robb'd the poor Girl of all that could 
be dear or valuable, having diſhonour'd her, diſgrac d 
yourſelf, and done an irreparable Wrong; why you 
cou'd have hum'd a Tune, taken a Pinch of Snuff, ſat 
down perfectly ſatisfy d in the'Probity of the Action, 
and have reconcil'd yourſelf to your own Reflections, 
with as much eaſe as you drink a Diſh of Tea — What 
provokes you to this Injuſtice ? 

Mode. Love, Love and Joy, old Wormwood ; I have 
made a League with my Youth to get the better of 
Time; I have faſt hold of his Fore-lock, and won't let 
a Moment paſs without Enjoyment. | 


Impatient Senſe, and Nature 45. 
And Love a Second Life ſupplies. 
Gentle Boy then fill my Cup, 
A Bumper, Cupid, fill it up 
| With Youth, and Wit, and noble Fires, * 
5 . Health, and young Difives. 


Free. Humph!— a pegel Fop too; but let me tell 
you, Friend, you miſtake your Paſſion; tis not Love but 
Luſt, Love is a generous Volunteer; Luſt a mercenary 
Slave. Love is a Court of Honour in the Heart; but 
what you call Love is only a ſcandalous r a Re: 
bellion in the Blood. 

Mode. 1 don't know what you wou'd have by Love 
and Deſire; I think they are only different Words for 
the fame Meaning. Liking begets Love, Love Defire, 


Defire Rage, and Rage Rapture, 
Free. This Fellow's in a Blaze, his Blood has ſet him 


all on Fire. 
f Modi. 
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ſary, Mou, I Tove the whole Sex, Sir; the Beautiful I adore 


the Witty perſuade me, the Innocent allure me,theProud 
e Af. Nraiſe my Ambition, and the Hamble my Charity ; the 
could ¶ Coquette ſhows me a pleaſing Chace; the falſe Virtue of 


irl quenches it — There's a Pleafure in purſuing 
thoſe that fly, and tis cowardly not to meet the fair Ons! 
lat advances: Say what you will, I am in Love, in 
Loye, old Boy, from Head to Foot I am Cupid's Bain,” 
and ſtand ready to receive his whole Quiver. R 
Free. T'll tell thee what thou art; Thou art a Romance 
finely bound and gilt, and thy Infide is full of ay 
er of ¶ Love and Lyes, ſenſeleſs and ſhowiſh. 
Mode. And thou art a Satire, as the Title ſays, 
2gainſt Vice and Immorality ; but thy Inſde contains a 
weak Indulgence only to the Overflowings of a rank 
Gall full of IIl- nature and Pride: Yet art thou filly 
nough to think Virtue conſiſts in Railing againſt Vice, 
| ice thoſe Jilts, who think they cover theirown _ 
by abuſing other Women. 
Free. Well faid ; now thou aimeſt at Truth I like 
iee, 
Made. Good-nature only ought to be the Teſt of good 
Senſe,-as a Man proves his Faith by his Charity, _ 
Free, Well then; my Faith is, That thou art a Mo. 
ern Whoremaſter, that is a Villain; and I have Cha- 
ty enough to tell thee ſo. 


e tell 
e but 
mary 
but 
a Re · 


ancy,becauſe you are a Cynic you're a Philoſopher too; 
rythee poliſh thyſelf, my dear rough Diamond- What, I 
ink thou art the ſoureſt old Fellow that ever I met with 
-You invite a Man to your Houſe here, and then deny 


um the only Tid-Bit he has a mind to. 
D Free 


Love 
Is for 
efires 
t him 


Mode. 


1 


Angels, the Ugly as ni do the Devil, for Fear; 


the Prude gives Oil to my Flame, and the good- natur'd 


Made. Vou miſtake your Humour for your Virtue, and 
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Free, Von have. broke every ſocial Virtue, and yet 
impudently nn are in the mee 


- Mode.” How, Sir ! You wer Sruvilers:: (og. 

Free. Nay, you ſhall hear me, or I'll recal my Myrmi- 
dans; they wait my Word, you know, — A Gentleman 
His Love, his Friendſhip, his Courage, his Generoſty, 
his Religion, his Wor d, and. his Honour, ſhou'd be i in- 
violably bound to che ſtrift Laws of Virtue, bo 

Mode. This may be the Picture of a Saint; but for the 

Character of a ſine Gentleman, tis as unlike it, my Dear-L 

FErte. As you Are — Your Love is Luſt; your F niend- 
ſhip, Intereſt ; your Courage, brutal Butchery ; your 
Bounty, Ufory z your Religion, Hypocriſy i your Word, 
a Lye; and your Honour, a felt. 

Mode, Ha, ha, very (conciſe. and ſmart ; but I take 
ill of thee: Thou art like a froſty Morning, 
ſharp,and wholſom. Dear, Sir, your molt obedient 
Servant; Vou ſee I have ſtood your Jobation very pa- 
tiently — and ſo Compliments being paſs d on both 
Sides, I humbly take my leave. 

"Free, Hold, Sir, I demand Satisfaction for the Wrong 

you, have done my Family. . 

Mode. With all my Soul, old Boy ; your Time, Place, 
and Weapons: Will you uſe Seconds? 

Free. Ay. and Thirds toe, if you provoke me: 

Lookee, Friend, according to "the juſteſt Sentiments I 
can form of this Affair, you ought to be knock'd o' the 
Head, extinguiſh'd for the good of Society, a8 1 wou d 
one o' my Cattle that had got a Diſtemper in his Blood 
which made him run a Muck at the Herd But 
Cuſtom, that invades the Rights of Nature, and makes 
us act by ſenſleſs Example, ſays you are a Gentleman, 


and have a Right to ps one Wrong by committing 


another, 


Madl. 


The Cutony of „ Manns. x 
Made. Pox o' your Preamble, tome to 4 Point, Sir. 
Free. The young Woman you have wrong'd has a Ser- 
rant, Sir, a young Oxoman, a Lover of hers, who at 
reſent lives with his Kinſman, Sir Jabs above; he 
all meet you, and bleed you for this Fever: I know 
he young Fellow loves her, and has Spirit enough.to do 
umſelf Juſtice: I think thatis the Cant you have for 
ke ſhall meet you half an Hour hence in wy 
eadow behind the Farm alone. F : 
Mode. Codſo Vour Bullies about you o- Well, 
dir, I'll meet him. 
Free. If you fail, III Rick your Name upon every 
ree in the Pariſh, for a Coward, a Paleroon, that 
ares not fight in a wrong Cauſe; and that is a greater 


take WW Murderer. - [Exit Free, 
ning, Made. An il-oatur'd old Puppy, to engage a Man'in 


dient Quarrel too However I think I am pretty well off : 
pa · Nu is much better than the Diſcipline of Tower and the 
both Mitch Or than my Friend's matrimonial Comfort; 


hough tis very ugly methinks too to fight upon an idle 
uſineſs here —— But 'tis the Faſhion, the Mode, 
id as old Crabtree ſays, right or wrong, we are ob- 
Place, gd to obey it: 


Thas faſhionable Folly makes us flake 
The Loſe of Virtue for our Honour's Sake ; © 


Stronger than Nature, Tyrant Cuſlom grows, - 
For what we venture Life to keep, aue loſes 


IM 


D 2 ACT 


Repoach to a Man of IEA Honour than a Thief or 


Neu. V. $cEn E. I. 
SCENE, 4 Che behind the Farm, | 146d 


MODELY abn. Oaken 


Fine Evening really for a cool Thruſt or two MM ue 
Where is the Warriour that is to enter. 
rain me here? Egad, I wiſh 'twas over, I don't like 
it ; it fits but qualmiſhly upon my Stomach —— Oh, 
yonder he comes croſs the Stile: No, that's a Boy, | 
think I ſuppoſe he has ſent ſome formal Excuſe; 
the Women have lock'd him up; the Country is 

rais d, or the Juſtices have ſent their Warrants forth 
— all Military Proceedings, and make op the Mat- 
ter over a Cup of October. 

Enter Aura in Boy's. Clothes. | 

Aura. Your Servant, Sir, & 2: 

Mode. Yours, Sir. 

Aura. J am invited hither, Sir, to do Juſtice to an 
injured Beauty, whom I have the Honour to be well 
with————And I ſuppoſe you are my Man. 

Mode. Thy Man, Lovee, and what then? 

Aera. Why then, Sir, on the behalf of that fair One, 
demand the honourable Amends, Sir ; to uſe Violence 
to a Lady is an Aﬀront not to be put up ; to tear the 
Boughs and offer to haul down the Fruit before it was 
conſenting kindly ripe : If you had climb'd up the Lad- 
der of her AﬀeCtions, and gather'd it regularly with the. 
Conſent of the Owner, there had been no harm mw 
Moat, 


to an 
e well 


One, [ 
olence 
ear the 
it was 
e Lad- 


ith the 


lone. 


Modi. 
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Mode. Hah | Thou art a very pretty Metaphorical 
Prigſter. Hearkee, Child, Go — preſently, or 'I 
will gather a handful of Nettles under that Hedge and 
whip thee moſt unmereifully. 

Aura. Hub! Huh ! Go/iah the ſecond : How he ſtruts 
and bounces: Sir, I ſhall whip you thro' the Lungs, or 
make a pair of Bellows of your Gats for this Arrogance : 
Know, Sir, that whatI want in Nerve and Bone, I make 
up in Vigour and Youth—W hat are your Weapons? 

Mad. Nettletops, Infant; Nettletops. 

Aura. What, are you for your Country Diverſions 


of this Sort? Flails, Cudgels, Scythes, Back. Swords, 


Oaken Towels, or Wreſtling ? 
Mode. Wou' dſt thou have me wreſtle with a Bullruſh ? 

Aura. Ah, I have brought many a ſtouter Man than 
you down before now with my Corniſb Hug: Or are 
you for the Town Gallantries, Single Rapier, Sword 
and Dagger, Sword and Piſtol, fingle Piſtol, Blunder- 
buſs, Demy-Cannon, Culverin, Hawitzer, Mortar- 
Piece, or Barrel of Gun-powder ? I am ready at any 
of theſe Weapons to wait your Commands, 

Mode. Look thee, thou impertinent Inſect; thou 
may ſt be Troubleſom, tho' thou canſt not be hurt- 
ful; therefore if thou flieſt about my Face thus, I ſhafl 
be forced to pat thee down N my Hand, and 870 
thee out. 

Aura. Hump!——Vou're very Pert! 

Mode. I am ſo — Pray tell me tho', what Intereſt 
have you in this Lady, that ſhe has engaged your 
hauphty Littleneſs in her Affairs? 

Aura. Who, I Sir, Oh, I have been her Premier Mini. 
ſter a great while; She is a fine Woman really 
Confidering ſhe has been ruſticated from her Birth too z 
her only Fault is, poor Creature, ſhe is dotingly fond 
of me; I dreſs her, > NI her; by her good Will 


— 
2—— — — — 


—— . 
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the EY not ſuffer any living Thing to ſtick a Pin 
about her beſides me 

Made. Indeed! and ſo thou art her Playſcllow, her 
gentle Refreſhment, her | age Pillow-Boy, her Aſter- 
noon Cordial, and her Tea at Breakfaft, her Even- 

ing's Slumber, and her Morning's Indolence. | 

Aura. Vou are ſuperlatively ſmart : Sir, I ſhall give 
you to underſtand inſtantly, that the Reputation of a 
Lady is not thus impiouſly to be {ported with Oony, 
Eat your Words, down with em again this Moment, 
or I'll ram the inſolent Epithets back again with the 
Hilt of my Sword. 

Mode. Cool thyſelf, Narciſſas, Cool thyſelf, Child; 
Relieve thy Reaſon with a Dram of Reflection; — is 
the Town-Talk ; the whole Village, and all the Pa. 
riſhes round ring of it + I am ſure thou wou't not die a 
Martyr to Falſhood - Why, thy Engagements there are 
known to every Body, tis no Secret, my Prettineſs. 

Aura. Ay, Sir, tis true; but tis not. ſo. gallant to en. 

r into Particularities of that ſort———Tho' as you ſay, 
indeed, I am ſenfible tis no Secret —— The Affair ha 
made a Noiſe ; The Fury of the poor Creature's Paſſion 
did now and then blind her Diſcretion —— I think this 
is the Seventh Duel I have engaged in for her and Flora; 
the Seventh, no, the Eighth : there were three Juſtices, 
two Exciſemen, a Parſon, and yourſelf ——— 

Mode. Thou art a terrible little Squib —— What had 
Fhra to-do in this Quarrel? What! you have had her 
too, Hah ? 

Aura. Ah, Sir, ſhe; But ſhe is manry'd i am glad 
of it, faith, very glad of it—PoorMan— Your Friend! 
mean L hope he is not apt to be Jealous: Introth 1 
believe ſhe is Enſient If his Son and Heir ſteps i int 
the World a Month or two before the uſual Time, I 
cou d wiſh he wou d rather impute it to the Forwardnels 
of his Boy, than the ill Conduct of his Wife, 


Mods 
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Mode. Thou art the moſt impudent, wicked, little, 


dragging, Tying on Rwe 


with. 
Aura. Demmd, Sir, Sbn of CY Whore inyourTeeth ! — 


| — Becauſe. I have repriev'd you, ſuffer d you 


to breathe a Minute or two longer while I diverted 


yon with my-Gallantries, —— You grow Inſolent. 


Made. Ha, ha thou art a very Potgun charg'd 


with Air. 


Aurn. Ind thou art a wooden Blunderbuſs without 
any Charge at all; a mere Paſteboard Giant: What? I 
am not ſuch a Pigeon neither, whe απτνν ] A Godte- 


Flair Beard and a Dagger of Lath. 


Mode. Theu moſt infignificant teizing Terrier, ba 
Ferret of a Coney - Warren — By Heavens, if thou doſt 
provoke me, I Will cat thee into minc'd Meat, and 


dave thee diſh'd up for thy Miſtreſs's Wedding: Dinner — 
[Modeley- draws and mtoances towards Aura. 


Aura. [ Advancing too and preſenting a Piftol.} Put up 


ydur Sword i pat it up, I fay ==— Peach, Sir, this In. 
flant, or you die ! Mode puts #þ b Sr.] So, ſo 


Made. Hah! what have you theſe Tricks auch my 
little Bully ? 

Aura. Very well; now you have obey'd me, I'll uſe 
you like a Gentleman: you have a longer reach than I, 
and therefore it may not beſo reaſonable to engage with 


ſingle Sword — Here, take one of theſe; this, or this 
which you pleaſe : [preſenting PiRols.] You may chan; be 


it, or draw it and re-charge it, Tor l 


| nour, 
© "Moe. How are they loaded? 


Aura. Equally, Sir; with à Brace bf Balls. 


Mods. De UE. Sure the 
av Dog nol cn. FR ag: Lr. 
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| my Lad of Mettle! my Cupid in Arms] there, he ftandz 


Wie were juſt going to be ſerious here. 


this Affair, old Gentleman Egad if I am in 
the wrong ——— Why? Methinks it might be 


little, Sir; a Ball may graze. [ Te Freehold. ] —  — 


© murdered. 


The Country: Laſſer: Or, 
+ Enter. Freeheldqd. 
"Free Hy, my brave Boy! my. Cock & 8 


% ” 


his Ground to an Inch — I told you he would find you 
Sport, my Cœvent- Garden F nend AN can ſay is, 


he ſhoots flying finely. 


R 
This 
little huff-bluff Hector will let no Body lie with your 
Family but himſelf, it ſeems: | Prithee let us make up 


better don't know-——I can't fancy this cool 
way of Murder with a Flaſh and a Pop———— 
Free. Oh, Sir, he is a perfect Spaniard with an Eng/iþ 
Heart — I know him; Nothing will ſatisfy him but 
your Blood, 
Aura. No, Meeting but your A 


Blood, Sir Orchare 


Mode Say you ſo ? — Why then, if cothing elſe W be with 
will do, have at you, my Boy — I'll burn your fair W Day of 


Periwig, i' faith. 


Free. Look to your Flint and your Prime, are they 
in right Order ? 
Aura. I warrant you Pleaſe to ſtand wide 4 
Now come on. Sir For want of a Cloke let us SE 1 


retreat from each other five Yards, then. turn round 


upon our Heels at one Motion and let fly ——— - Are 
you ready ? 
[ They retire and turn round, Soup fres, and Aura 
drops as if ſpot. 


Free. Oh, be is Hat! he is kid! my poor Boy i 


98 
Mode. What have I done ? Corſe on my fieady | e! 


Hand. 1 * % Srerle 
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me Free. Help——Murder, Murder; help. —— }.,, 
and Md. Say you ſo? Nay, then tis time to. ſave one 
you by your leave, as faſt as my Feet or my Fears can carry 
y is, me [Exif Modely. Country Fellows come in. ¶ Exeunt 

| all but Freehold an Aura. 

ner; Aura. What, are they gone? Is the Stage clear? 
This Free, Hah, let me kiſs thee, my dear little Girl; this 
your i was admirably perform'd : I was afraid you durſt not 

e up haye ſtood the Powder. 3 92 
n in Aura. No, no —— I put in but half a Charge, and 
it be no Wadding; I had really much ado to provoke him 
cool WF to fight ; ſo, ſo, we'll ſhow him a little Country Play 

now; we'll teach him to raviſh, I warrant. | 
lis Free. Well——1 moſt wait upon his Companion 
1 but WW Honeſt Heartwell —— He expects me to attend him to 

Sir Jobn's, according to his Wife's Requeſt. 

Aura. Doſo; while I flip the back Way thro' the 
Orchard into the Hall houſe and undreſs, that I may 
be with you time enough to finiſh my Part; this is a 
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all — - „ , * \ - L p, 53 
oe addy oe OWN hn \ N y' - 1 ＋ * 
= 2 £ of « TY * 


SCENE The Hall of Sir John's Houſe. 


Enter Doublejug and Timothy Shacklefigure. 


Aura I gha. XTERILV, Madam Betty hath invited every 

3 Creature in the Pariſh to-morrow. 
oo Dez. And Sir John has commanded me to throw 
- Bf the Cellar Doors open, and make the whole Country 
teady reel Here will be brave randing i'faith ; all the 
2 Steeples in the Country are to rocx —— and I have ſum- 
: D 5 mon d 


Day of Buſineſs, i faitn. a [Exeunt. 
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mon'd together all the Bagpipes, Tabers, Drums, 
Trumpets, and the whole Fraternity of Cats-guts with. 
In ſeven Miles round. 
© "Shah, One would i imagine Madam Betty flood Can. 
didate for the County. 

Doub. And was to drink her W to nſter 
thro" a Sea of Ofober. © 7 4 

Shack, What are all theſe uncommon \Preparatio 
deſigned for ? 

Doub. Nay, I don't know; I don- tinquice into State 


Affairs, but I ſhall know more on't when I am drunk; 
for then I am very peery. 


Shacl. In the mean time mind your Akalrs; / we have 
much Buſineſs to doo. [Exit Doub, 
I muſt wait here to introduce this ſtrange Gentleman, 
whom my Maſter is fo fond of 


Enter Heartwell and Freehold. 


Heart. How cou'd you uſe a Lover ſo roughly? 

Free. A rough Lover ſhou'd be uſed ſo: Why, he was 
juſt going to knock her down——l ſuppoſe that is his 
Method. 

Heart. And the little Girl ood his Fire gallantly. 

Fre. Oh moſt heroically; o my Confcience, I be- 
lieve ſhe wou'd have fought him in earneſt. 

Heart. Is he taken? 

Free, Ay, ay, we have him fal. 

Heart. Well, then let his Fears pay the Price of his 
Sin : I think his Puniſhment very juſt— but ſee where 
old Steddy-muſcle ſtands in Form to introduce. us. 

Free. Ay, come on now, you ſhall ſee a worthy 


Piece of Antiquity, a right bred old Engl; Country 


Gentleman; one who keeps open Houſe the whole Yeat 
round, and yet never took or paid a Peny for a Vote 
in his Liſe. 

. | Shack, 


of his 
where 
13. 

worthy 
ountr) 
le Yea! 
a Vote 


Shark, 
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your Worſhip's good Pleaſure, I will wait on the Com- 


Pu THEWA, ang know if it ſhall be their Pleaſure to 
[Exit Shack. 


——— — 


* Do fo, old ſtiff Rump do — This Fellow 


ps himſelf as regular as his Day. book. 
Heart, what Company:? 
Free. A Friend or two only, perhaps, that Si Jebn 
ö or ſo. 
Heart. A Dance; a Friend; Death, you. Gſtran 
me; excule-me to him, I beg you. 


Free. No, no; what, you muſt bear with a little Noiſe 


at firſt : A Bridegroom, and afraid of a Fiddle ! But ſee 
the Door opens, and the Company are moving towards 


[The fat Scene opens, and Flora and two Women a 


appear drefl and very genteelly. Servants with Candles 
. before them, they move down towards Heartwell. 


Heart. What's here? Ladies too! ſo, I find I muſt 


| run thro' the Impertinence of the Night — I would 


give alittle Finger now to be in Bed, the Curtains drawh 
and all quiet, with my dear Girl by my Side———S0 
It ſeems I muſt ſalute em Hahl! 

Flora. Sir, you have ſtole a Wedding among us hers, 


and we come time enough, L hope, to give you Joy of 


it. 
Heart. My Love! my Dear! I am ſurpris'd ! why haſt 
thou chang'd thyſelf thus from what thow-wert ? 
Flora. I N Features are not alter d with my 
Dreſs. - 
Heart. I ſaver, my Love, thou ent receive no Addi- 
tion by Dreſs, but what will injure the Simplicity of thy 
Charms — But prithee tell me why have you chang'd 
your Dreſs ? Sure you muſt be. ſenſible you wanted no- 
thing to make you victorious in your other Habit. 
| | Fra. 


| 
N 
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Fla. To tell you, Sir, the Troch ehen, T was obſiged 
to change my Dreſs, my Landlord hasoblig'd me to it, and 
you know we Country Folk muſt obey our Landlords. 
. Heart, Well, I am ſatisfied ——— - You avs ohey'd 
him then. ——  - 

Flora. Yes; Sir; but whs ly obſtinate ſelf· will d 
1 and I thitka little too barbarouſly infiſts — 
Haar. Inſiſts ( upon what: 

Fbra. Why, he inſiſts upon my Performance of the Cu- 
flom of the Manor; and therefore, in order to make me 
more pleaſing in his Eyes, commanded me to drefs thus. 
Heart. Cuſtom o' the Manor? Dreſs yourſelf: 
Commanded you to be pleaſing in his Eye. — Wh 
is all this heap of Confuſon and Nonſenfe? © 
Free. Why, Sir, I'll tell you in ſhort, tis this The 
Lord of our Manor has claim'd by Preſcription, Time 
out of Mind, and ſtil does claim, the firſt Night's Lodg- 
ing of every Tenant's Daughter married here; therefore 
our Maidens, when they marry, go out of this Pariſh 
unleſs they are willing to pay the Forfeit in Kind: 
Heart. What! you are merry; very merry 1 ſo, go 
on: How! « 
Pee. Vet when ſuch an Accident as this happen d 
here, he generally uſed to take an Equivalent in Money 
or Goods. But now he is refolv'd to be paid in Kind; 
he will take no Mods, and for that Reaſon' has ſent. for 
you hither to let you know his Claim. 
Heart, Confound his Chim—— Curſe upon his Ma- 
nor and his Cuſtom toe; I'll ſhoot him thro' the Head 


for having the Inſolence to think ont. | 
Free. Ay; but that is not the _; Wer! is not the 


Buſineſs, my Friend. 


Heart, What Caſe : What Buſineſs? Confound your 


Impertinence : Out with it? 1 9 
Free. "Why then, ſuppoſe your Wiſe or 


4 


tis no ui 
gations-) 
Flora. 
to repea 
paſſionat 
dual — 
of my L 
Heart. 
ſtantly. 

Free. ] 
Woman» 
your He: 


Hart. Shou'd what ? r a Razor's Edge, 

ſhou'd' What? | 

Free. Shou'd like this Landlord. 1 AA = 

Heart. Like him! 4 ag 

Free, Ay, love him! love kim to Diftradtion; 405 
upon him— Nay more, be as willing to pay him down 
this Cuſtom in kind, as he is to receive it. 

Heart. Furies ! Damnation! What do you Gs 
[To his N Madam, what does all this tend to? 

Free. ¶ Aldi.] So, ſo, his Blood - circulates finely— 
Faith, I begin to pity him: eee 
his Spirits are in 

Flere, Why, tis even ſo, Huſband, This Landlord 
Iam. oblig'd to Love; oblig'd to it by all the Ties or 
Faith, Honour and Gratitude. 

Heart. Oh, very well | very well, [Walks about in 
Diſorder.] Tell me, thou evil. Spirit i in an Angel's Form 
— Wherefore was I choſen out to be thus abuſed, ha! 

Free. Becauſe you are a' Man of Fortune, Sir 3 be- 
cauſe ſhe hopes in a little time to break your Heart, and 
enjoy the full Third of two thouſand Pound a Year. 

Heart. Pray, Madam, favour me Vou ſee I bear 
this Affair very calmly —— Pray tell me tho“; I ſuppoſe 
tis no unreaſonable Roquet——What particular Gn. 
gations you have to this Landlord? © ; 

Flora. Such, Sir, of fuch'a Nature, you fools: _ 
to repeat em, as nothing can diſſolve I love him 
paſſionately — and I believe his Affection for me is mu- 
tal——Nay, I hope it will eddure to the laſt r 
of my Life. 

Heart. That it hall 3. for Tl put an End (0 ie in 
und [Offers to draw; Free. holds A. 

e. Hold, hold; fy Don Orlando draw upon a 
3 Sir, erect your Front; hold up 
jou — and learn to hear your Fortune hike- Pen- 

and. 
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band 1 Sir, your Lady bras been at St. 
James 8, ſhe has, Sir, and ſhe plays at Rigusk, Opber, 
Baſſet ; yes, and has her Aſſemblies, ' 'Tea-Tables, vi- 
ſiting Days: together with a polite Taſte of every in- 
cidental Pleaſure thereunto belonging. 

Heart.[/inging.) Tol, lol, * Me'm, what's 0 
Clock ? I have been marry'd but four Hours, and I am 
breeding already. — My Wiſe, it ſeems, has antedated 
my Commiſſion Get my Horſes ready Il ride Poſt 
to Japan, but Pl be rid of this Affair: But firſt 1'1! 
cut, this Toll- taking Raſcal's Throat, a Dog I who ſhall 
drink his Skim Milk ? In what a Dream have I been! 
I'd give all my Eſtate it were one! Death, let me ſee 
bim.—What's his Name? Where is he? Who is this 
Landlord? 

Fra. Let your Paſſion abate alittle: Let it ebb x 
while, recall your Reaſon, and I'M tell you. — Knoy 
then, you are this Landlord, Sir, the fole Lord of this 
Demeſne and me: This Morning I was Miſtreſs of this 
Houſe, theſe Servants, and all the dirty Acres within 
three Miles round-us ; ow they are yours, you are 
their Maſter now. 7 

Free. What ſay you, Sir? Shall the Landlord have 
his Due or no? 

Flora. I was reſolv'd, fully reſoly'd. never to venture 
on a Huſband, till I was certainly convinc'd my Per- 
ſon and not my Fortune was his Aim; that Proof J 
think you have moſt generouſly given me, and I feel 
myſelf tranſported with Joy; when I think I am ca- 
pable of making you this grateful Return. hope 
you will forgive the little Deceits I have us'd to pro- 
cure theſe Aſſurances. 

Heart. My Heart, my Tongue, my Eyes, my Soul 
verflow with Joy... What ſhalt I do to pay this un- 
exampled Gogdneſa :- Give me thy Hand, thy 12 * 
r y 
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thy Heart; there let me dpell for 1 I cannot be 
3 Rappy. 

, I thought Pa Jeſt grey. a little. tos ferere "at 
Rn. t vo me af 
pinary Evi 
Free: Oh! "twas à Proof of his Paſſion ; 'tis good to 
give Nature a Fillip now and then, tis like a Race in a 
_— Mornin 2. it ſets the Blood upon the Flow moſt 
t ſee your Friend in Bonds, Mr. Modehy. 

h e brought in Guarded by two Country 
| Fellows, a Conflable, &c. 
| B What! in Captivity, George / 

Conſt. And it pleaſe your Worſhip, we heve catch'd 
1 Vagrom Man here,, who has committed a Murder 

as T may ſay, in Neighbour Freebold's five Acres, and 
lo, Sir, an like you, we bring him hither to take his 
Exhibition upon the ſaid Burglary afore Sir aun. 

Heart. Murder'd ! Who has he murdered ? 4 
Con. Nei, nea, I knaw a- not. The young Fellow 
and he beliken ha had ſome Words abouten their Sweet- 
heatts, and ſo he ſhotten. That's aw. 
- Heart. I always told you, George, What-theſe wild 
Ways would bring-you to, but you would ſtill run 
Riot, upon every thing what could you epEe t? 
ade. Ves, Faiths we have made & very pretty Ex- 
pdiin se of us is marry'd, and t other may 

be hang'd. ——My. erde Ae bang — 
Pain firſt. „ g 

Flora. Oh, m Dear, that F $290 it * 
has kill'd one of the prettieſt Youths that ever 1, 
the pro pr iſe of the aue Gentleman, | 

. Hah !—a yery fine Gentleman truly. Harke; 

Figs K are ſo happy in your Chains, dond 
inſul The Waſps have been at thoſe Sweet 


„„ OTC] 


6. rn. c 8 of Fav 
meats Uule Raſeal wy mas 


to ſee him ſuffer ſo for an ima- | 


OO 0 BOISE 
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from that very virtuous Lad U 
therefore I kill'd him. | f _ TART * 
| * Heart. That does not relate to ine,” my dear George, 
her Perſon was herown you know till within theſe few 
Hours. — Prithee don't mind theſe Things now, but 
turn all thy Thoughts on another World. N 
on thy paſt Life and tremble. 
| Mads. contented one too mighty goc ER 

don't doubt, as this was a Gentleman's Duel, I ſhall 
Have Gentleman's Play for my Life : Keep my Cham- 
ber a Month or two, touch cold Iron: and come out 
as free as Liberty.—While you, having beat your poor 
Wings in vain againſt the Bar of your Conjugal Cage, 
fit ſullenly moulting the-Remainder of your Feathers, 
and ſicken to Death o' the Pip, . 

Free. I believe I ſhall ſecure that Affair, Lean prove 
premeditated Malice ; I can prove the Challenge. 
And you: know very well I ſaw 1 ſhoot him dane 
his Piſtol was cock c. 

Mode. So, 040 67” ee then my Buſineſs i is 
done !————-Tkou Devil, what have I done to thee, 
that thou tormenteſt me thus? If I could come 
at thee, I'd pawn my Credit for one Sin more, and 
fend thee down to the Father of n age 2 Lye 
in thy Mouth. 

Heart. Nat nue es den ür renn 

Flera. Conſider him, I beſeech you, as a dying Man. 
' Heart. True! All his Time will be little enough, 
don't put him into a Paſſion now. 

Mode. Fools and Cuckolds. our Pity i is as 
contemptible as your MICA Sir, why do > you 
treat me thus? 

Flora. Shall I ſend for Mr. Perlite: be will give 
you. ſome wholſom, ghoſtly Advice ; poor Creature, 


how he looks! 
Mode: 


—— 


ue 
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eorge, 
e few 
0 but 
Think 


* 
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Made. Inſulting Devil! | 
Flora. He will ſhow you in a clear Light the Folly 

of Wenching, and running a Muck after the -exorbi- 

tant Deſires and Luſts of the Fleſh. * 

Heart. Have yew! no n George ? No ſenſe of 


your Condition? 


Made. Faith, my Friend, barbarous as thou art, I 


'have a Heart that yet relents for thee, tho' thou art 


thus unkind: I would not live, methinks, to ſee thee 
Hen-peck'd round the Pariſh, hunted like a Craven by 


a Pullet of thy own Dunghil: No, free thyſelf like a 


Man — Burn Powder firſt, faith do; diſpatch an Ounce 
of Lead thro' thy unthinküng W and ſleep 
quietly once for all. 

Free. He raves, poor Man, he raves. 

Flora, Send for the Parſon quickly, before his Res- 
ſon fails. He looks very wildly. 

Heart. Ay. — he may try at leaſt to make him feel. 

Free. Ah-—T am afraid his Conſcience is very callous. 

Heart. Suppoſe we ſend for a Doctor and a Surgeon, 

Free. And breathe a Vein, and purge and ſhave 
Where's Sir John 

Mode. Pox o' the Parſon, the Dede the Surgeon, 
&ir Jon, and all of you: What, Mr. Conflable, am I 
to be-ſet up here like a Shrove-tide opts to be r 
by my Clown in the Hundred? | 


Enter Sir John. 94 


bi Tubs. Give you Joy, Couſin Betty, eirayor joy: 
Codſo you prog very well for yourſelf—I did not know 


L 1 


you went a Huſband-hunting all this while—Give you 


Joy, Sir, give you Joy What, you have ſloln a Fortune, 
and did not know it, very good, very gooc. 
Keart. An Accident only, Sir John, I 3 


90 e Cauntry Laſſer: or, 
the Fields, when a Star ſhot and took me vp into its 
Orb. 
FSi. Vile, That is Noten bes ts dean, Wey 
pretty. Come, Gentlemen, what will you drink, what 
will you drink? Codſo, where is Tim? Where is Tim? 
Odd we will be very merry, I am heartily glad of this 
Affair; every Man ſhall buy a pair of new Lungs, we'll 
ſhut ourſelves up, remove the Cellar into the great 
Hall, and make one continual roar of Joy that al 
laſt a Twelvemonth. / 
Heart. Sir, here's an angry Den Abe eee 
of mine, who has committed a Gentleman's Murder, 
and is in great haſte for his Mittimus, pray diſpatch bim. 


Sir Jobn. S I am ary for it, pray letme know 
the Caſe, 


Enter Country Tila uh Agra Priſoner, 


1 County. An it pleaſe your Worſhip here's another 
Vagrom that we have taken upon Diſpoſition of his 
- Concerns in the faid Murder, and ſo 2 5 Piſtols in 

his Pockets, we ha' brought him zfore your Worſhip. 
Sir John. Bring him nearer, how me his Face; Cod. 
Jo a pretty young Fellow, let me look at him! What? 
How? Madam Aura as I live, What Whim, what Chi- 
mera—What Adventure put thee into this Habit? 
Mode. Hah— Aura —alive too in my little Hector 
Clothes, I vow to Gad— Tol, lol, dol, lol—Hearkee 


my little Reprobate Bully I am ſurpriſingly rejoiced to Au 
ſee thee, Faith I am 1 Buſs '—Gad Inever was ſomuch Mt 
in Love with thee in my Liſmmee. Fl; 
Aura. Will you raviſh me again, Mr. 1 fortu 
Huh Odd if you do I'll ſwinge ou. Si 


Mode. Hanus, how! dot? Madam Firs your moſt I The 
6 Madam, Joy Freelolu, faith thou art 


a very 
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a very clever old Gentleman. Sir John 1 rejoice to ſee 
am y pleaſed in troth, I was in a 
hotrible cold Sweat juſt now, tho” my proud Heart 
wou'd not own it. 

Flora. Ah if they cou'd but rightas you into So- 
briety once. 

Mode. I ſhou'd fink into a Huſband; tho' Faith I 
find a ſtrange Stir within me about that whimſical Girl 
there: Hearkee, Madam, dare you venture upon a 
Rake in full Aſſurance (as ſome W 25 have) that your 
Charms will reduce him ? 

Aura. And ſo fall a Martys to my Pride inſtead of 
my Virtue. 

Free. Hold, Sir, I have ſome Intereſt here; and I 
don't think you tame enough yet to be mazry'd—But 
if the Girl is fooliſh enough to venture, why let her own 
Inclinations lead her; and then if the falls into a 
Ditch ſhe can't complain of her Guide. 

Aura. Indeed I ſhall not give you that eren 
of being reveng d. 

Mode. Perhaps the Punithment may be mine, uy me, 
truſt me, ſince I can have you no other way. | 
Aura. I tell you, Sir; you muſt, before I dare give 
Credit to you, ſerve me faithfully at leaſt two whole 
years together, and then if we like one another as 
well as we do now Why we'll ſettle our F r 
and our Inclinations, 

Mode. And jog on in the Road of our Fathers | 

Aura. Amen. | 

Mode. So be it. 

*Fhr#. [to Sir Jobn.] 1 am ſorry to hear your Miſ- 
fortune, in our Abſence it ſeems the Houſe was robb'd. 

' Sir John. Codſo! ay, ay, a villanous Story, Couſin. 
The Duke of Gaſcorade lay here laſt Night, e 


de Country. Laſſu: Ox, 
Grace did me the Honour but he was moſt barbarouſly 
n I am in hopes of catching em; 114 — 


Enter Lurcher to dir John. 


- 'Lareh. Sir, if you pleaſe, one a. ; 
Sir John. Well, what have you to ſay? 1 am very 
buſy ; what wou'd you have, Friend ? 
Lurch. Had not you a Man of Quality lodg'd in 
u_ Houſe laſt Night? 
Sir Jobn. Yes, I had, Sir, and what then? what then! 
Lurch. You have a Nephew. © 
85, John. Ha! What! 
Lurch. That Man of Quality was your Nephew. | 
"Sir John. And you are hel Ay, tis ſo, tis ſo ; why? 
J am ftruck dumb, ay really, quite ſpeechleſs why 
cou'd a Man who look'd ſo like Quality de ſee—Well, 
well, tis an impudent, a very impudent Age, and veri- 
ly thou art the moſt impudent Fellow in it— Codſo, 
"Tl have thee hang'd in thy blue Garter and Bristol 
Stones for a Theatrical Peer as thou art, 
Lurch. Pleaſe to hear me one word, Sir. 
Sir Jobs. Ay, ay—l am your Grace's moſt obedient 
Humble Servant, andreturn you my moſt hearty Thanks 
for the particular Favours you bave beſtow'd on the 
moſt unworthy of your Creatures: Hearkee, Paltron, 
did you never hear of Scandalum Magnatum and ſo forth? 
but what can you ſay. for yourſelf now, hah _ . 
Lurch. Sir, I ſay that uncommon Generoſity with 
which you treated me, under that feign'd Character [ 
bore, ſtruck ſo warmly upon my Mind, I cou'd not bear 
the Compunction I felt even from my Succeſs ; and 
thus I throw myſelf upon your Mercy, and ready to Hee 
reſtore all I have wrong'd you of, and only beg your yt in 
Forgiveneſs, | 5 * 
ir 


Vir Jobs. [afide]This is frankly done, very generouſly 
done indeed In troth the Rogue touches me, he has 


almoſt brought Tears into my Eyes; I profeſs he has— 
what ſhall I do? 

Lurch. Neceſſity drove hard My Creditors threat- 

en d me hourly with a Goal — Nature prompted me 
to ſtruggle with every Difficulty, if you can have a fa- 
vourable Thought of me 

Sir. Fobn, [afide. I profeſs the young Knave has con- 
quer d !] profeſs he has ¶ turning to Lurch. ] Well 
Dick, well, if I ſhould venture to reſtore you to my Fa- 
mily, what Security ſhall I have you won't return to 
theſe evil Ways again, Dick ? 

Lurch. I muſt repeat it, it was the moſt preſſing 
Neceſſity only that reduced me to theſe Extremes; if 
you can forgive me, Sir, I will endeavour hereafter 
to deſerve it, 

Sir Jobn. I do, I do forgive thee, Dic! profeſs 
my Heart is ſo full it runs over at my Eyes. 

Lurch. Your extreme {Goodneſs covers me with 
Confuſion. 

Sir John. Well, will your Grace Aiſrmiſs the Raga- 
muffins of your Train, pay the Raſcals and ſend 'em 
home to their Wives P Like Fa//af's Followers, they 
are ſafe by being in good Company. Come, come, all 


is made up; let us have one Trip for it now, I beſeech - 


you: What, a Wedding without a Fiddle, Man, is like 
a Troop without a Trumpet. Codſo, we will Foot it 
till a good Capermonger ſhall be able to copy the Fi- 
gure of the Dance from our Impreſſions on the Pave- 


ment, 
A DANCE. 


Heart, Let theſe Accidents, George, hereafter, when 
yar ſhall pleaſe to think, make you remember, that 


there 
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| 
| 
| 
| 


chers is no real laſting Good but in os and- that 
the greateſt Happineſs below conſiſts, however Liber - 
tines and Halt- Wu afect toridicule i 2 in honourg : 
ble Love. 
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"0 When Faves conflicurns Merit LY regard, 
" AVirtuous Woman is the great Reward; 
Dir lovely Bleſſing Feveetens Lift aloxe, el 
Soaths all our Ils, 7 , 
- Gives us an Antepaſt of Toys above 
Beauty and Virtus, Harmony and Low, 1 ah 
eqn * ; 
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For Mrs. Sanlow. in, B Glathes,.. * 


Ritics, the Poets Champion here I and; 
Lo! in his Name, the Combat I demand; 

Tis my Opinion that his Cauſe is good, 
And Tul defend it with my Heart's bet Blood; 
I'll puſs you, my bold Boys, the round Parade, 
Cart over Arm, or Terſe, or Flanconade. - 
i ! theſe Breeches have ſo fir d my Brain, 
I fhan't be eaſy till I have kill d my Man: 
What ! not one Beau flep forth to give me Batth ; 
Where are thoſe pretty Things that ud to tattle 
Such tender Nonſenſe y Bur they're all ſo civit 
They hate a naktd. Weapon ; tit the Devil. 
Mu let me die, my Dear, Sir Coxeomb cries, 
You want no other Weapons, but your Eyes. | 

I hate theſe fawning Trifiers, and declare 
Againſt all Smock-fac'd. Grities open War. . 

Know, Gentlemen, the Poet's my Ally, | 
And Tl defend him. to the laſt, or die, 
My Sword is out ; I'll never baſely ſue, 
Ner ſheath it while my Enemy's in View; 


Ne Bribes, no Tricks, i no In heedling of my Face, 0 


2 


Include us both ith Treaty if you pleaſe ; 
But Faith, I'll never make a ſeparate Peace. 


No, Je French 1996 Dll not take Ha * 
You'll beat a Man when you have got his Sword; 
Hy, that's your n Ie n ht, 
You bully lle the Devil with your Gold; 

What muſt we do then ?———Settle Plinipo s, 

And brevely$word in Hand treat with our Foes, © * 
To you awe fy, ye Charitable Fair, wu k 
To put an end to this Dramatic War ; . 
Your Smiles will cayſe all boflile As ta ceaſe, - fy 
Aud make a laſting, bonoturable an” 


